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ParrE, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. to Sir William. 


Proc, thought to be Glaud's niece. 


Mavsss an old woman ſuppoſed to be PEN 
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DRAMATIS PERSON x. 


Sir WII I IAM Won rur. SYMon and Gravy, two old ſhepherds, tenatti Toa 


RoGxn, a rich young ſhepherd, in love with Jenny. BavLDr, 2 hind, engaged with Neps, 
"Nt | | N ” > . . 1 0 


Ixxxv, Glaud's only dautzhter.. 1 
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SCENE, @ Shepherd's Village and Fields ſome few Mile: from Edinburgh. 1. 
317 . * N . | a 1 
2 Ooty Time of Aion, within Twenty Hours. 


Firſt Act begins at Eigbt in the Morning. 
Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forencon. 


T 
Third AQ begin: at Four in the Afternoon T 
- Fourth AR begin at Nine o Clack ar Night. 
Fifth Act begins by Day-ligbt next Morning. 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
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1 | I'm born to ſtrive wi” hardſhips ſad and great. 
. | Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan flood, 
PazoLoGus. to the Scene. Corbies and tods to grane for lambkins blood: 
Benrath the ſouth fide of a craigy bield, But I, oppreſs'd with never -ending grief, | 
Where cbryſial ſprings their baleſomes waters yield, | Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief, [hive. 


Pat. The bees ſhall loath the flower, and quit the 


T, thi" berds th l 
wa youtbfu ſhep 32 The ſaughs on boggie ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 


Tenting their flocks ae 7 morn of May. 
l 


Poor Roger grancs, till bellow echoes ring; Ere ſcornfu* queans, or loſs of warldly geer, 
But blither Patie likes to laugh and ing. Shall ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 
Ks | Rog. Sae might I ſay; but it's no eaſy done 
Patie and Roger. By ane whaſe ſaul's ſae ſadly out of tune. 
SANG I. Tune, The woting of the faulds. You hae ſae ſaft a voice, and lid a tongue, 
f HERS. You are the darling of baith auld and young. 
WS 7 
| air as the day, and ſweet as May, A = rr 
Fair as the day, and always gay. While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing thought. 
2 5 4 N vet l am tall, and as well built as thee, 
Yet weel I like to meet her at — — . wh tens 
The waking of the ſauld. And ſhould, as ane may think, come farer ben. 
My Peggy ſpealcs ſae ſweetly, | Pat, But, ablins, nibour, ye hae not a heart, 
Whene'er we meet alane, And downa eithly wi” your cunzie part, 
I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, It chat . what ſigniſies your gear? 
J with nae mair of a that's rare. A mind that's ſcimpit never wants ſome care. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, Rog. 5 tumbled, nine braw nowt w 
To a' the lave I'm cauld; Threeelf-ſhot were, yetItheſeillsendur'd: ¶ ſmoor d, 
But f.: gars a my fpirts glow In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', | 
At waking of the fauld. Tho' ſcores of wathers periſh'd in the ſnaw, 1 
Pat. Were your bien rooms as thinly ſtock'd as 
My Peggy ſmiles fac kindly, Leſs ye wad loſs, and leſs ye wad repine. [mine, 
Whenc'er I whiſper love, He that has juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep: 
4 — ou on & the town, The —— only faſhes fowk to * 
— per n * ee Rog. May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs 
1 That thou may'ſt thole the pangs of mony a loſs: 
Je makes me blyth and baule, Oh, may'ſt thou doat on ſome fair paughty wench 
And nathing gl'es me fic delight yes, > rs p24 # 
As eos eters That ne'er will lowt thy lowan drowth to quench; 
1 3 5 8 A * us I Till, bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool, 
y Peggy fings ſae faftly, And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool! 
When on my pipe I play; Pat. Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them il}-a clute 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſs'd, At the weſt-port, and bought a winſome flute, 
By a the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt, Of plum- tree made, wi'iv'ry virles round; 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, A dainty whiſtle, with a pleaſant ſound : 
And in her ſangs are tald, len be mair canty wi't, bay. ne'er cry dool ! 


Wi innocence, the wale of ſenſe, Than you wi' a“ your caſh, ye dowie fool. 
At waking of the fauld. | Reg. Na, Patie, na, I'm nae fic churliſh beaſt, 
This ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, Some other thing lies heavier at my breaſt: 


And puts a' nature in a jovial mood. I dream'd a dreary dream this binder night, 

How hartſom is't to ſee the riſing plants, That gars my fleſh a' creep yet with the fright. 

To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants! Pat. Now, to a friend, how ſilly's this pretence, 
How haleſome is't to ſnuff the cawler air, To ane wha you and a your ſecrets kens. 

And a' the ſweets it bears when void of care Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 

What ails thee, Roger, then? What gars thee grane? | Your weel-ſeen love, and dorty aw lf 

Tell meche cauſe of thy i!!-ſerſon'd pain. Tak courage, Roger, me your ſorrows tell, 


Reg. I'm born, ob, Patic | to a thrawart fate; | And ſafely chink nane kent them but yourſel.. 
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Reg. Indeed, aan, Patic,you hae gueſs'd o er true 

ad ese is naithing I'll keep up frac ou... , 
e dorty Jeany looks upon afquint; 

til ber I dare berdly mint, 

Ilka place the jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bombaz'd, and unce' blate. 

But yeſterday I met her 'yont a know, 

She fled as frac a (helly-coated kow. 

She Bauldy loes, Bauldy, that drives the car, 

But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of tar. | 

Pat. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat, 
Herfighs for Neps; fac that may fond for that 

Rag: I wiſh 1 cou'd nae loo hey—but in vain; 

1 til main doat, and thole her proud diſdain. 

My Bawty is a cur I dearly like; 

E'en while he fawn's the track the poor dumb Tyke: 

IF I had fill'd a nook within her breaſt, 

She wad ba' ſhawn mait kindneſs to my beaſt, 

When begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 

Wi” a' her face ſhe ſhaws a cauldriſe ſcorn. 

Laſt night I play'd—(ye never heard fic ſpite) 

O'er Bogie was the ſpring, and her delyte: 

Yet tauntingly the at her couſin ſpear'd, 

Gif the could tell what tune I play's, and ſneer'd—— 
| Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 

I'u break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 

Pat. E'en do face, Roger, wha can help miſtuck, 
Szebeins the be fic a thrawn-gabit chuck? 
Yonder's a craig, fince ye have tint all houp, 

Coe till't your ways, and take the lover's loup. 

Rog. 1 need na mak ſuch ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
I warrant death come ſoon enough a-will. 

Pat. Pift gowk ! leave aff that filly, whingeing 


N wa 3 : - 
vum earchets, there's my hand ye'l! win the day. 
Hear how I ferv'd my lafs, 1 love as weel 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel. 
Laft morning I was gay, and early out, 
Upon a dyke | lean'd, glow'ring about. 
I ſaw my Meg come finkan o'er the lee; 
I faw my Meg, but Peggy ſaw nas me: 
For yet the ſun was wading through the miſt, 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me ere the wift. 
Her coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw 
Her firaight bare legs, that whiter were than ſaaww; 
Her cockernany ſnooded up fu“ ſleek, 
Her baffet-locks hang waving on her cheek ; 
Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſae clear; 
And, oh, her mouth's like ony hiany pear. 
Neat, neat the was, in buſtine walſtcost clean, 
As the came fkiffing o'er the dewy green. 
Biythſome, I cry'd, my bonny Meg, come here; 
I ferly wherefore ye re ſac ſoon aſteer : 
Bot I can gueſs, ye're gawn to gather dev 
' She ſcour d a-, and ſaid, What's that to you? 
Then fare ye weel, Meg-dorts, and e en's ye like, 
I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke, 
I trow, When that ſhe ſaw, within a crack 
She came with a right thieveleſs errand backs 
Miſcaw'd me firſt—then bad me hound my dog, 
To wear yp three waff ewes ſtray'd on the bog. 
1 levgh, and fac did the z then, wi' great haſte, 
I claſp'd my arms about her neck and waift, 
About her yielding waiſt, and took a fouth 
Of ſweeteſt kiffes 5 her glowand mouth. 
While hard and faſt I held her in my grips, 
My very ſaul came lowping to my lips. 
„ fair-he flet wi' me, "tween Nia ſmack ; 
But weel I kend ſhe meant nae as ſhe ſpak. 
Dear Roger, when. your Jo 7 on her gloom, 
Do you fag too, and never faſh your thumb: 
Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe Il change her mood: 
Gae woo anither, and ſhe 'I gang clean wood, 


| 


SANG II, Tune, Ey gar 1ab ber cer with fret. 
Dear Roger, if yout Jenny geck, | 
And anſwer kindneſs with a fight, 
Seem unconcern's at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight : 
But them deſpiſe, who're ſoon defait, 
And wi' a fimple face give way 
To a repulſe; then be not blate, 
| _ Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty1ying tongue, 
But tent the language of their een; 
If theſe agree, and the perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſe where to be better bliſt, 
And let her ſigh, when tis too late. 
| Rog. Kind Patie ! now fair fa“ your honeſt heart; 
Ye're ay ſac cadgy, and ha'e (ic an art 
To hearten ane: for now, asclean's aleck, 
Ye've cherith'd me, fince ye began to ſpeak, 
Sae, for your pains, I'll make ye a propine, 
(My mither, reſt her ſaut ! ſhe made it fine) 
A tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſlock woo', 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blew, 
With ſpraings like gowd and filler crofs'd with 
never hadit yet upon my back. { black ; 
Weel are ye wordy 0't, who ha'e ſae kind 
Red up my revel'd doubts, and clear'd my mind. 


| Pat. Weel, hald ye there; and fince hee 


frankly made 
A preſent to me of your braw new plaid, 


| Rog. As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to vbſerv't ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv't : 
Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring; 
For I'm in tift to heat you play and fing. 

Pat. But firſt we'il take a turn up to the height, 
And ſee gif a' our flocks be feeding reight: * 
By that time, bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 
Will mak a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe : 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſae wil: 
To ſeaſon meat with health, inſtead of ſpice. 
When we have ta'en the grace-drink at this well, 
I'll whiſtle fine, and fing t'ye like mytel. [ Exeurt 

SCE N Ss 4 


1. 

| Pore. 
A boron, between uns werdant bras, 

bere laſſes uſe to o and mo their claes, 
A trotting burnie wimpling throw the ground, 
It's channel peebles, ſhining, ſmooth, and round. 
Here wiew tun bare foot beautics, clean and clear ; 
Firſt pita e, next gratiſy your car; 
whit 2 4 — foe T 
And Meg, wpith better ſenſe, true li ue defends. 

Peggy and Jenny. | 

Jen. Come, Meg, tet's fa' io walk vpor thisgreen, 
This ſhining day will bleech our linen clean; 

The water clear, the lift unclouded blew 
Will mak them like a lily wet with dew. 

Peg. Gae farer up the burn to Habble's How, 
Where a' the ſweets of ſpring and fimmer grow; 
Between twa birks out-o'er a little lin, 

The water fa's, and makes a fingand din : 

A pool, breaſi-deep, beneath, as clear as glaſs, 
Kiſles, wi' eaſy whirl, the bordering graſs; 
We'll end our waſhing while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh ourſells—It's healthfu' now in May, 
And ſweetly cauler on ſae warm a day. 


| Gif our twa herds come brattling dowa the bra, 


Jen. Daft laſſie! when we're naked. vbat'll yelay 


My flute's be yours ; and ſhe too, that's ſae nice, 
|Shail come a-will, gif ye'll tak my advice. 


And ſe: 
Wall, | 

Peg · 
The la 
But tel 
What 
The n« 
That F 
What 
He's w 

Fen. 
A here 
He kat 
Wirh r 
Whilk 
And ſp 
He fau 
And fe 
For a2 
Except 

Peg. 
Hatred 
But ye 
What's 
Like d 
That fc 
The lan 
And ſ) 
It (car 

SA 


And da 
dot (004 


Aras. 


height, 


eſe, 
eale : 
ſac wiſe 
be. 

s well, 
Exeunt 


i, 
45 
, 
und, 
lear ; 


1. 


isgreer, 


II ye ayy 
; brat 


- - * 


Tarn GENTLE 


And ſee us ſae? That jeering failow, Pate, 
Wat, taunting, ſay, Haith, laſſes, ye're no blate. 
Peg. We're tar frac ony road, and out of ſight ; 
The lads they're teeding far beyont the height. 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we're our lane, 
What gars ze plague your wooer with diſdain ? 
The neighbours a' tent this as well as 1, 
That Roger loo's ye, yet ye care na by, 
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day ene ſaw. 
Fen. I dinna like him. — there's an end; 
A here mair ſheepich yet never kend. 
He kaimes his hair, indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 
With ribbon-krots at his blue bonnet lug, 
Whilk penſylie he wears a thought a-jee, 
And ſpreads his garters dic's beneath his knee. 
He faulus his awrelay down his breaſt with care, 
And few gang trigger to the kitk or fair; 
For a that, he can neither fing nor ſay, 
Except, How d'ye ?—or, There's a bonny day. 
Peg. Ye daſh the lad wi' conflant lighting pride; 
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide: 
But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. 
What's like a dorty maiden when ſhe's auld ? 
Like dawted wean that tarrows at it's meat. 
That for Come feckleſs whim will orp and greet : 
The lave laugh at it till the dinner's paſt, 
And i) ne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
or ſcart anither's leavings at the laſt. 
SANG m1. Tune, Polwart on the green. 
The dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld ; 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld. 


The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor cats, tho' hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at it's meat, 
And's Jaugh'sd at by the lave. 


They jeſt it till the 'dinner's paſt 3 
Tirus, by itfelf abus d, 
The fool thing is obliy'd to fift, 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 
Re, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 
en, I never thought a fingle life a crime. 
eg. Nor I—but love, in whiſpers, lets us ken, 
That men were made for us, and we for men. 
Jen. If Roger is my Jo, he kens himſel; 
For fic « tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and fighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe ; 
But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws ? 
Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
I'e tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 
They're fools that flav'ry like, and may be free? 
The chiels may a' knit up themſe: ves for me. 
Peg. Be doing your wa's ; for me, I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 
Jen. Heh, laſs! how can you loo that rattle-ſkuil ? 
A very deel, that ay maon hae his wull. 
We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor fighting life 
You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye re man and wife, 
Peg. I'll rin the riſk, nor have 1 ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome Cay a year, 
Tin with pleaſure mount my bridal bed, F 
Where on my Patie's breaſt I'il lean, my head, Þ, 
There we may kiſs as lang as kiffing's gude, 
And what we dd, there's nane dare ca it rude. ' - 
He's get his will ; why no? 'Tis good my part, 
To gi' him that, and e 'I gi” me his heart. 
Jen. He may, indeed, for ten or fifteen days, 
Mak meikle o ye, wi" an unco phraiſe, 


And dawrt ye, baith afore fowk and your lane; 
But ſoon as fig new-fangleneſs is gE e,, © | 


—— — 


He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 

And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake, 

Inſtead, then, of lang days of ſweet delyte, 

Ae day be dumb, aud a' the neiſt he'll flyte; 

And, may be, in his barlikhooos, ne'er ſtick 

To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. 

SANG IV, Tune, Ob, dear mother, ar hat ſpall Ids? 
Oh, dear Peggy, love's beguiling, | | 

We ought not to truſt to tmiling : 

Better far to do as I do, 

Leſt a harder luck betide you, 


Laſſes, when their fancy's cairy'd, 
Think of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Running to a life deſtroys | 
Hrartſeme, free, and youthfu' joys, 

Peg. Sic coarſe-(pun thoughts as thae want pith - 
My ſettled mind; I'm o'er far gane in love. {to move 
| Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 
| But want of him, | dreed nae other ſaith. 
There's nane of 2“ the herds that tread the green 
Has fic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een. 

And then he ſpeaks w th fic a taking art, 

His words they thirle like mufic throw my heart, 
How blythely can he ſport, and gently rave, 
And jeſt at feckleſs fears that fright the lave ! 
ilk day that he's alane upon the hill, 

He reads fell books that teach him meikle (kill, 
He is—but what need | ſay that or this, 

1'd ſpepd a month to tell you what he is! 

In a“ he ſays or dues, there's fic a gate, 

The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd wi* my dear Pate. 
His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure ; 
Ill-natute hetts in fauls that's weak and poor. 


SANG V. How can I be ſad on my, Sc. 
How ſhall I be ſad when a huſband | hae, 
That has better ſenſe than on) one of thae 
Sour, weak, filly fallows, that fiudy, like fools, 
Io fink their ain joy, and mak their wives ſnaois. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wite, 
Or wi dull reproaches encourages firite ; 
Re praiics her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe- 
Her for a ſma' failing, but find an excuſe. 
Jer. Hry, Bonny Lais of Brankſome,or't be lang 
Your witty Pate will put you in a ſang. 
Ob, it's g pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 
Syne whindging gets about your ingle fide, 
Yelping fer this or that wi' faſhous din: 
To mak them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin, 
Ane wean fa's fick, and ſcauds itſel wi” broe, ' 
Ane breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe, 
The deel gaes o'er Jock Wabſter: hame grows hell; 
When Pate miſcaws ye war than tongue can tell. 
Peg. Ves, it's a heartſom thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle-edge young ſprouts ate rite. 
Gif I'm ſac happy, I ſhall hae delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
| Whos Jenay i can there greacer plesſure de 
Than 1ce fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
When a' they ettle at, their greateſt wiſh, 
Is to be made of, and obtain a kiſs ? 


| Can there be toil in tenting day and night 


he like of them, when love maks care delight? 

Fen. But poortith, Peggy, is the ward of a“, 
Git ober your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw, 
But little love or canty chear can come | 


'Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom: 

| Your nowt may die—=the ſpate may bear away - 
PFrie aft the how ms your dainty rucks of bay 
- The tihick-blawn wreaths of naw, or blaſhy thows, 
May ſmo.r your wathers, and may rot your ews- 
A dyvor buys your butter, woo and cheeſs, 

4ut on the day of payment-aceaks and fices, 


———ä—— toms — 
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Wi' glooman brow the laird ſeeks in bis rent: 
*Tis not to gie; your merchant's to the bent. 


Wha has lic fears, for that was never me. 

A well-ftor'd room, unleſs his wife was let: 

A fi>ck o' lambs, cheeſe, butter, and ſome woo, 
en. But what if ſome young giglit on the green, 

Nor fs the ferly great, when nature kind 

Then Tul employ wi' pleafure a' my art, 

And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 

Fen. Adiſh of marry'd love right ſoon grows cauld, 
See yon twa elms that grow-up fide by fide ; | 
That in return defends it frac the weft, 

Lies darn'd within my breaſt this mony a day. 


His honour mauna want, he poinds your gear! 
Syne, driven.frac houſe and hald, where wi. lye eer ? 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a Gngle life; 
Troth it's nae mows to be a married wife 
Peg. Mas ſic ill luck befa” that G:ly ſhe 
Let fowk bode weel, and ſtrive to do their beſt ; 
Nae mair's requir'd: let Heaven mak out the reſt. 
I've head my honeſt uncle aftenſ y, 
That lads ſhould a' for wives that s vertuous pray : 
For the maiſt thrifty man could never get 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 
To gather walth to raiſe my hepherd's heart. 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, trone, or fair, 
For haleſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 
Shall! firſt be ſald to pay the laird his due, 
Syne a' behinQ's our ain ;—thus, without fear, 
Wi love and rowth we throw the warld will ſteer; 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He'll bieſs the dev he gat me for his wife. 
With dimpled cheek, and twa bewitchiag een; 
Shou's gar your Patie think his half worn Meg, 
And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg 
Peg. Nae mair of that=dezr Jenny, to be free, 
There's ſome men conftanter in love than we; 
Has bleſt them wi ſolidity of mind. 
They'} reaſon calmly, and wi' kindneſs ſmile, 
When our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile : 
Sae, whenſoe'er they Night their maiks at hame, 
lis ten to ane their wives are maiſt io blame. 
To keep him chearfu', and ſecure his heart, 
At ev'n, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
I'li hae a' things made ready to his will. 
In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ſtare 
The ſeething-pat's be ready to tak aff. 
Clean hag-a-bag I'll ſpread upon his board, 
And ſerve him wi” the beſt we can afford. 
Good-humorr and white bigonets ſhall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
And dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld. 
Peg. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er find 
The ſoſs af youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their þairhs make ſure a firmer tye 
Than avght in love the like of us can ſpy. 
Suppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and brice. 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've prieſt, 
Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, * 
And in their mixture now are tully bleſt. 
This ſhields the other frac the eattlen blaſt, - 
Sic as ftand ſingle (a ſtate ſac lik'd by you!) 
Beneath ilk ſtorm frac every airth maun bow. 
Jen. I've done — l yield, dear laſſie, I maun yield, 
Your better ſenſe has faiily wun the fie d, 
With the aſſiſtance of à little fac, 
SANG VI. Tune, Nn to the Green Wood gane. 
I yield, dear laffie, ye have won, 
Ad there is nae denying, 
That ſure as light flows frac the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds campiymng 5 


| Will gar our vile oppreſſots ſtend like flaes, 


{To cleck and ſpread :. grofſeſt lies aff-hand, 


SHEPHERD. 


| For a that we can do or ſay Gl: 

Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, Us in 

They ken our boſoms lodge the fae Nor | 

That by the heartſtrings lead us. Our r 

Peg. A\ake! poor pris'ner | Jenny that's no fair, Sys 

That ge'll no let the wie thing take the ar; Allov 

Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as weel's we can, Pot 

Cet he be Bauldy's, or poor Roger's man. How' 

{ Fen. Anithertime's as good—for fee the ſun How 

Is right far up, and we're not yet begun | And 

To freath the graith t—if canker's Madge, our aunt, SAR 

Come up the burn, ſhe'll gie's.a wicked rant: 5 
But when we've done, I'li tell ye a' my mind; 

For this ſcems true, nae laſs can be unkind. 
* . — > 5 
4er H. enn I 

Fr Ps "= deu. Gl 
nug thack b:uſe, before the door à green 
— 2 be a 2 in dubs OS feen 4 _ 
On this fide and a barn, en that a yer: un 
A peet-ftack joins, and forms a rural Ws. M y 
| The bouſe is Claud. there you may fee Lim leu, 2 
And to bis divet-ſeat invite bis frien'. We'l 
_ Glaud an Symon. I'll» 
Claud. 9 nibour Symen, come ru 
| t down, 
And gie's your cracks - What's a' the news in town ? — | 
They tell me ye was in the ither day, | Drin 
And ſald your Crummack, and her baſſen'd quey. $9 
I'll warraat ye've coft a pund of cut and dry; Gift 
ug out your box, and gie's 2 pipe to try. [boy, For | 
Sym. Wi" a' my heart ;—23nd tent me now, avid Yeſt! 
I've gather'd news, will kittle your mind wi' joy. 
I cou'd na reſt till I came o'er the burn, 


To tell ye things have taken fic a turn, 


And (ku!k in hidlings on the hether bracs. 
Cad. Fy, blaw !-- Ay, Symmie ! ratling chiels 
ne'er ſtand a 


Whilk ſoon flies round like will-fire far and near: 
But looſe your poke, be t true or falſe, let's hear. 
Sym, Secing's b-lieving, Glaud; and I ha'e ſeeu 
Hab, that abroad has with our maſter been, 
Our brave good maller, wha right wiſely fled, 
And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head, 
Becauſe ye ken fou well, he bravely choſe 
To ſtand his liege's friend, wi* great Montroſe, 
Now Cvomwell's gane to Nick, and ane ca'd Monk, 
Has plaid the Rumple a right flee begunk; 
Reſtor d King Charles, and iika thing's in tune; 
Aid Habby Favs, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon 
SANG VII. Tune, Cajd haile in Aberdeen, 
Cauld be the rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 
I hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody, 
Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high his ſtation, | 
That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king, and nation. 
aud. That makes me blyth indeed—but inns 
Teil o'er your news again! and ſwear til't a. [flaw ; 
And ſaw ye Hab! and what did Halbert ſay? 
They have been e'en a dreary time away. 
Now, God be thanked, that our laird's come hame, 


Sym. They that hag-raid us till dur guts did grane 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do't again, 


And his eftate, ſay can he eithly claim ? | 


| And goed Sir William fall enjoy hig ane. | 


Glaud. And may he lang, for neyer did he ſtent 
Us in our thriving wi' a racket rent; 

Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe, 
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday's claiths. 
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| My whyrt ſkin hoſe, and mittens for my hands; 


Ihen frae theic waſhin cry the bairns in haſte, 
And make ye'rſclis as trig, head, feet, and waift, 
As ye were a' to get young lads or een; 


Sym. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, | For we're gawn o'er to gige wi' Sym bedeen, 


Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
Put on your bonnet, Sy Ton—tak a ſeat 


How's a at hame?—— How's E ſpa! How does Kate! And ſee that a' be done'as I wad hae't, 


How ſells black cattle ?— What gi'es woo this year? 
And fic like kindly queſtions wad he ſpeer. 
SANG VIII. Tune, Mecting of Geordy's byre. 
The laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack his poor tenants wWwha labour 
To riſe aboon poverty: 
Elſe, lik the pack-horſe that's unfother'd 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint, 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


Sym. Do, boneſt Madge—and, Glaud, III o'er 
the gait, 
Exeunt. 
SCENE a 
PrOLOGUE. 
The open field—a cortage in a glen, 
An auid wife ſpinning at the junny end. 
Alt a ſma' oiftance, by a blafled tree, 
With falded arms, and baif-raii'd lwks, ye ſee 
Baulcy, his lane. 

Baul. What this !--1 canna bear't? *Tis war than 
To be ſae brunt with love, yet darna tell! Theil, 
Oh, Peggy, werter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany giens or new-mawn hay: 


Th 


Claud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen; Biyther than lambs that friſk out-0'erthe knows, 


The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean, 
Whilk in our breaſt rais'd fic a blythſome flame, 
As gar'd me mony a time gae dancing hame. 


Straighter than aught that in the foreſt gross: 
Her een the cleareſt blob of dew ourſhines ; 
The lily in ber breaſt it's beauty tines. 


My heart e'en rais'd | -Dear nibour, will ye ftay, | Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, 


And tak your dinner here with me the day. 
We'll fend for Elſpa too—and upo' ſight, 
I'll whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height, 
I'll yoke my fled, and ſend to the neiſt rown, 
And bring a draught of ale baith ſtout and brown, 
And gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
Drink till they tine the gate to ſtand their lane, 
Sym. 1] wadoa baulk my friend his blyth deſign, 
Gif that it had na firſt of a' been mine: 
For here-yeſtreen | brew'd a"bow of maut, 
Yeſtreen I flew two wathers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, 
And a large ham hings recſting in the nook. 
I ſaw my ſell, or 1 came o'er the loan, 
Our meikle pat, that ſca'ds the whey, put on, 
A mutton bouk to boil z-—and ane we'll roaſt, 
And on the haggies Elſpa ſpares nae coſt. 
=_ are they ſhorn; and ſhe can mix fou nice 
e guſty ingans with a curn ct ſpice, 
Fat are the puddings, —heads and feet weel ſung; 
And we've invited nibours auld andyoung, 
To paſs this afternoon with glee and grime, 
And dtink our maſter's health and welcome hame. 
15 mauna then refuſe to join the reſt, 
ince ye're my neareſt friend that I like beſt. 
Bring wi” ye a* your family, and then, 
Whene'er you pleaſe, IM rant wi” you again, 
Glaud. Spoke like ye'rſell. Auld Birky, never fear 
But at your banquet I hall firſt appear: 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld, 
Auld, ſaid 1 L-=Troth, I'm younger by a ſcore, 
Wi' your good newt, than what 1 was before. hear? 
I'll dance or e'en !— Hey, Madge, come forth, d'ye 
BE Enter Madge, 8 
e. The man's gain gy:e !—Dear Symon, 
welcbme here != © | | 
What wad ye, Glavd, with a' this haſte and din? 
Ye never let a body fit to ſpin. : 
' Glaud. Spin? Stuff!—Gae break your wheel, 
and burns your tow, : 4 
And ſet the meikleſt peet-ſtack in a low; 
$yne dance about the bane+fire till ye de“, 
Since now agtin we'll ſoon Sir William ſee. 
Madge. Blyth news indeed. — And wha waſt told 
£ . ou o'r > 4 * 
Claud. What's that to you ?—-gae get my Sun- 
day's coat. ey 3 


Wale out the whitoſt of my bobbit band 


. 


Win be my dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen! 


For Pate looes here s me! and ſhe looes Pate, 
And 1 with Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, 

Made a daft vow —0b, but ane be a beaſt, 
That makes raſh aiths till he's afore the prieſt ! 
| darna ſpeak my mind, elſe a“ the three, 

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy, 
Lis fair to thole l' try ſome witchcraft art, 
To brate wi* ane, and win the other's heart. 
Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſina' price 
Can caſt her cantraips, and gi'e me advice. 

She can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 


And make the deels obedient to her crune. 


At midnight hours, o'er the kirk-yard ſhe raves, 


{And howks uvnc:iſten'd weans out of their graves 3 


Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow; 
Rins witherſhins about the humleck low; 
And ſeven times dues her prayers backward pray, 
Lin Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt wi' the venom of black taids and ſnakes : 
Of this, unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 
Of ony ane ſhe hates — and gars expire 
With flaw and racking pains afore a fire, 
Stuck fou of prins ; the dev'liſh pictures melt, 
The pain by fowk they repreſent is ſelt. 
And yonJer's Mauſe; ay, ay, ſhe kens fou weel, 
When ane like me comes r1nning to thedbel. 
She and her cat fit beeking in her yard g © 
To ſpeak my errand, faith, amaiſt I'm fear'd : 
But I maun do't, though I ſhould never thrive ; 
They gallop faſt, that deels and laſſes drive. [ Exi?, 
SCENE II. 
PrROLOOUE. 
A green keil yard, a little fount, 
ere Toater poplin ſprings, 
There fits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet ſhe ſpins and fingt. 
SANG IX. Tune, Carle, an' the king come, 
Mauſe. Peggy, now the king's come, 
Peggy, now the king's 
Thou may dance, and ſhall fing, 
Peggy, face the king's come: 
Nae mair the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy plaiding-coat for filk, 
And be a lady or that ilk 
Now, Peggy, fince the kipg's come. 
; Enter Bavlcy. 
Baul. How does avid was 4 lucky of the glen ? 


Ye look baith hals and fere at threeſcore den. 


"_ 


— 


8 
Mau ſe. Elen twining out a thread with little din, 
And beeking my cauld limbs betore the ſun. 
What briays my bairn this gait ſac air at morn ? 
Is there nae muck to lead—to threſh, nae corn ? 
Baul. Enough of baith—but ſomcthing that re- 
uires 
Your belaing hand, employs aow all my carcs. 
Mauſe. My helping hand, alake “ what can I do, 
That underneith beith eild and poortith bow ? 
Baul. Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than we, 
Or maiſt part of rhe pariſh tells a lie. 
Mauſe. Ot what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſt, 
That lifts my chatacter aboon the reſt? _. 
Baul. The word that gangs, how ye're ſae wiſe and 
Ye'll may be tak it ill gif 1 ſhou' d tell. fell, 


Mauſe. What fowk ſay of me, Bauldy, let me hear; 


Keep naithing up, ye naithing hae tv fear, 

Baul. Well, fince ye bid me, I ſh Il tell you a* 
That ilk ane talk ab :ut you, but a flaw. 
When the laſt wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 
When laſt the burn bure down my mither's yarn, 
When Brawn/ elf- hot never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn'd and. there nae butter came 3 
When Beſſ, Freetock's chuff, -cheeked wean 
To a fairy turn'd, and cou'd na ſtand it's lane; 
When Wattic wander'd ae night thro' the ſhaw, 
And tint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw;z 
When Munzo's m:re ſtood ſtill, and ſwat wi fright, 
When he broucht eafe the —_ under night, 
When Bawſ/ ſhit to dead upon the green, 
And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen: 
You,. Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out, 
And ilk ane here dreads ye a“ raund about; 
And fac they may that mint to do ye ſkaith ; 
Fur me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith; 
But when 1 neiſt make grots, I'll firive to pleaſe 
You wi' a furlet of them mixt wi' feaſe. 

Mauſe I thank ye, lad—now tell me your rs 
An, if I cany I'll lead my helping hand. [mand, 


Peggy likes Pate z—and Fati:'s bauld and ſice, 

And looes ſweet Meg—But Neps I downa ſee 

Cou'd ye tra Patie's love to Neps, and 

Pepe ys to me I d be the happieſt man. 
Mauſ:. I'll tr my art to gar the bowls row right, 

Sae gang your ways, and come again at night; 

_ *Gainſft that time I'll ſome fimple things prepare, 

Worth all your peaſe and grots : take ye nae care. 
Boul. Well, Mauſe, III come, gi | the road can 

But if ye raiſe the deel, he'll raiſe the wind; [ find; 

Syne rain thunder, may be, when tis late, 

Will make the night ſae mirk, Il tine the gait. 

Weile a! to rast in Symie's at a feaſt, 

O% will ye come like badrans for a jeſt 3 

And there ye c#n ou: different haviour ſpy ; 


Zan. Then—1 like Peggy--Neps is fond of me 
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The bonny foundling that's brought up by Glaug, 
Wha has an uncle's care on her beſtow'd, 
Her infant life I ſay'd, when a falſe friend 
Bow d to the uſurper, and her death deſign'd 3 
To eſtabliſh him ang his in all theſe plains 
That by right heritage to her *pertains. 
She's naw in her ſweet bloom, has biood and charms 
Of too much value for a ſhepheru's arms. 
Nane kens't but me aud it the morn were come, 
II tell them tales will gar them all fing dumb, 
SCENE IV. 
PxoLtoGur. 
Bebind a tree, upon the plain, 
Pate and bi; Foes meet, 
In love without a vic iaus lain, 
The benny luſs and chearfu ſwain 
Change vows and kiſſes ſavcet, 
Patie and Pegsy- 
Peg. Oh, Patie, let me gang, I maunna ſlay ; 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe's away. 
Pat. I'm laith to part ſae ſoon ; now we're alane, 
And Roger he s awa' vi Jenny gane; | 
They're as content, for aught | hear or ſce, 
To be alane themſelves, | judge, as we. 
Here, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us I-an. 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, 
How ſaft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reces, 
Peg. The ſcented meadows, birds, and healily 
For aught i ken, may mairthan Peggy pleaſe. [ breeze, 
Pat. Ye wrang me, fair, to doubt my being kind; 
In . ſac, ye ca' me dull and blind, 
Gif | could fancy aught's ſae ſweet or fair 
As my ſwect Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thy breath is ſweeter than « & ſweeteſt brier, 
Thy cheek and breaſt the fineſt flaw rs appear. 
Thy words excel the maiſt delightfu' notes, 
That warble through the merl or mavis* throtes, 
With thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or ripeſt berries that dur mountains vield. 
The — fruits, that bing upon the tree, 
Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee. 
Peg. But Patrick for ſome wicked end may fleech, 
And lambs ſhould tremble when the foxes preach. 


| darna ſtay ze joker, let me gang, 


| Anither laſs may gar Tye hone your ſang. 


Pat. Suoner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the bairn fits ſmiling on ber lap, 
The ſun ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, 
The gaits to elim the ſheep to yield the fleece, 
Ere ought by me be either ſaid or do 
Shall do thee wrang, I ſwear by a' aboon. 

eh, Then keep your aitb— But mony lads will 
And be manſworn to twain half a year: [ ſwear, 
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ; 


The'E's nane ſhall ken ot there but you ard J. 


But if a fairer ſace your heart ſhould ſteal, 


Ilauſe- 'Tis like I ma; —but let na on what's paſt! Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate 


*'T ween you me, elſe fear a kittle caſt, 
Haul. If I aught of your ſecrets e er advance, 
May ye ride on re ilka night to France. [ Ex. Baul. 
Mauſe. [ Her Tor 1 Hard luck, alake! when po- 
0 verty and eile, | 
Weeds out of faſhien, and a lanely beild, 
Wi'a ſma' caſt of wiles, ſhould in a twitch,” 
Gi'e ane the hateſy' name, a wrinkled witch, 
This fool imagines, as do many fic, 


-ThatJ'ma witch, in compact with auld Nick, 

Becauſe by education | was taught 

To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought. 

Theit groſs, miſtake ſhall quickly now erk here. 

Soon ſhall they ken pas 3 at keeps me 

Now ſince the royal Charles, and right's reſtor 
later ns 


For thee I * the flow'ry beit and ſnood 


| A thep 


* 


How ſhe was dauted anes by ſaithleſs Pate. 

Pat. I'm ſure I canna change, ye need na fear, 
Though we're but young 1 loo'd you mony a years 
| mind it weel, when thou cou'dit hardly gang, 
Or liſp out words, I choos'd ye frac the thrang 
Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand 
Aftto the tanſy-know or raſhy ſtrand 
Thou ſmiling by my ſide—I took, delite _ 

To pou the raſhes green, with gopts ſae white, 
Of which, as well as my fancy could, 


SANG X. Tue, The yellew-baig'd lade. 
Pep. When firſt my dear ladie gadeto tbe green-bilh 
And 1 atew-milking firſt ſey d my young ſkill, 
To bear the milk-bowie nae pain was to me, 


When I at the houghting forgather'd wi tht» | 


When 
Pat 
Rluom 
Nie b 
Ci! 


Peg 
And 
Aa 
foren 

Pat 
And | 
There 
At tv 
But v 
The! 
It is a 
Thou; 

Peg 
And 1 
But u 
B. co. 
Re ſti 
How 

Pai 
That 
At na 
Be bl 
Sic ne 
Eithe 
But t 


Glaug, 
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Pat. When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue 
hether bells, | 
Noom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet rifing fells, 
Nie birns, briers, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 

If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


Peg. When thou ran orie led, or putted the lane, 
And cante atf the victor, my heart was ay fain; 
Thy ka iport manly gave plealure to me; 
For naue Can putt, wreitic, ur 1un ſwift as thee, 


Pat. Our Jenny tings ſaftly the Cowden-broom- 
knows, 
And Rofis Hits ſweetly the Milking the Ewe, 
There's tee Jenny Nettles ke Nancy can fig, 
At Throw the Wood Laddie, Beſ gars our ligs ring. 


Peg, But when my dear Peggy tings, with better. 
The Boatman, Tweed tie, or the Lats of the M, 
"Tis many tines ſweeter and pleiſfing to me; 

For though hey lag nitely, tney cannot like, ther. 


Pit. How ealy can laſtes trow what they deſiie! 
An! praiſes Ce Kindly incientes love's fire; 

Give me I! this pleaticce, wy Rudy hall be 
To make myielf better and {reecter for thee, 

Peg. Wien ſirſt chou gade wi' ſhepherds tothe hill, 
And j to mik tae ews ficſt try'd my (Kill, 

To bear a leglen was nie toii to me, 
When at che bught st e'en | met wich thee. 

Pat. Whencorns grew yellow, and the hether-bell> 
Bloom'd bonny on the moor and rifing felle, 

Nie birns, or briers, or whims e'er troubled me, 
Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee, 

Peg. When thou diuſt wrettle, run, or put the ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was fligiitering fain: 
A: a tha» ſports thou fill gave joy to me; 

For nane can wreſtle, run, or put with thee. 

Par. Jenny ſine (af: the Broom of Cwden-knows, 
And Roſie liits the Milking of the Ews; R 
There”s aane like Nanſie, Jenny Nettles fings: 

At turns in. Ma.gy Lader, Main dings: 
Butwhen my Peggy ugs, wi” fwreter ſkill 

The Boatmen, or rhe Lafs of Patie's Mill, 

It is a chauſant times mair ſweet to me; 

Though tiicy fing well, they c.nna ling like thee, 

Peg. H eith can lafſes trow what they defir- 
And ran8*4, by them we love, dlaws up that fire: 
But wh1 loves beſt, let time and carriage try; 

B: conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. 
Be Ri'l as now, "and a' 1 y care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 

Pat. Wert thou a gigiit gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave : 

At naught they'll ferly—ſenſeleſs tales believe, 
Be blyth for filly hechts, for trifles grieve— 

Sic ne er could win my heart, that kenna how 
Eithe. to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 

But thou, in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 

As in thy beauty, far exce!s them 2. 

Continue kind, and a“ my care ſhall be, 

How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee, _ 

Peg. Agreed but hearken, yon's auld aunty'scry, 
I ken they'll wonder what can mak us ftay. 

Par. And let them ferly—now a kinely kiſs, 
Or fiveſcore good anes wad not be amiſs: 

And ſyne we'll fing the ſong with tunefu' glee, 
That I made up laſt owk on you and me. 
Peg. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hire 
Pat. — Well 4 agree. 
SANG XI. 
Pat. By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye that ſmiling telis the truth, 
] gueſs, my laſſie, that, as well as I, 


Ye're made fos love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


' 


| 


| 


— 
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Peg. But ken ye, ad, gin «e confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the woging's done: 
The maiden that o'er quickly tynes her pow'r, 
Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 


| Pat. But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 


Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ve. 

Red-cheeked ye completely ripe appear, | 

And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang ha 'F-year. 
Peggy, falling into Patie's Arms. 

Then dinna pou' me, gently thus I fa“ 

Into my Patie's arms for good and a': 

Bur ſtint vour wiſhes to this kind embrace, 

And mint nae farrer, till we've got the grace, 


Patie, with bis left Hand about her Waiſt. 
Oh, charming ar:mfu', hence, ye cares, awayz 
In kifs my treaſure a" the live-lang day, 
A' night I'll dream my kiflcs o'er again, 
Lill that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 

Both. Sun, gallop down the weſt'in ſkits, 
Gang oon to bed, and quickly riſe; 
Oh, lath your iteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal day; 
Aad, if ye're weary'd, honeft light, 
Sleep, gin ye I:ke, a week that night, 


AEST SCKNS L 


Paolo. 
Now turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading ly me, 
Ard tert a man whoſe beard ſeems bleech'd with time; 
An elwan fills bis band, bis babit mean, 
Nae doubt ye'll think be bas a pedlar been: 
But ⁊obiſpt, it is the knight in maſquerad, 
1 hat comes hid in this cloud to ſee his lad. 
Obſerve biav pleas'd the leyal ſuff rer moves 
Throw bis auld av'nues, anes delightfu" groves. 
Sir William, las. 
HE gentleman thus hid in low diſguiſe, 
1% for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine eyes 
1th a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 
Which once 1 loſt—which now are mine again. 
Yer, midſt my joys, ſome proſpeRts pain renew, 
Whilſt 1 my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 
Yonder, ah, me! it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands; 
The catements all broke down, no chimney left, 
he naged walls of tap'ſtry all bereft. — 
My fables and pavilions, broken walls! 
That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls: 
My gardegs once adorn'd the moſt complete, 
Witir all that nature, all that art makes ſweets 
Where round the figur'd green and peeble walks | 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their ſtalks: | 
But overgrown with nettles, docks and brier, - 
No Jacescinths or Eglantines appear. 
How fail'd and broke's the rifing aniple ſhade, -  - 
\Vhere peach and ne@'rine trees their branches ſpread, | 
Baſking in rays, and early did produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe; 
All round in gaps, the walls in ruin lie, 
And from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 
Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair"d—and now my joy 
Forbids all grief—-when I'm to ſee my boy, 
My only prop, and odject of my care, | 
Since Heav'n, too ſoon, eall'd home his mather fair 
Him, ere the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 
| ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, | 
And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, N 
Tin we hov'd ſee whatchanging times brought forthy 
B : Ts 
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Remov'd from crowns and courts, how cheerfully 
A calm contented mortal ſpends his time 
In hearty health, his foul unflain'd with crime. 
SANG XI. Tune, Happy Clixwn. 
Hid from himfelf, now, by the dawn 
He ſtarts as fr*{h as rofes blawn 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleating flocks. 
Healthful, and innoc&tly gay, 
He chants and whiſtles out the day, 
Uataught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy, from ambition free, 
Envy and vile hypocriſy, 
When truth and love with joys agree, 
Urſully'd with a crime. 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great. 
Ia propping of their pride and ſtate, 
He lives, and un-afraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 
Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe l' bend my way, 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day. 
AM on the green, in a fair wan:on ring, 
My youthful tenaats gayly dance and ſing. 
[ Exit Sir William. 
| SCENE Il. 
3 ProLoGUE. 'E 
75 on's Bone, pleaſe to ing 
And 51% xl g 2 2 
T here's nou ght feper flucus to give pain, 
Or ceftly to be fund: 6 
Yet all is clean; a clear peet ingle 
Glances amidft the floor ; 
The green born ſpon, beech luggics mingle 
On ſheifs foregainſt the door. 
. While the young bred ſpiri on the green, 
Toe auld ares think it beſt, | 
With the brixon corp te clear their cen, 
Snuff, crack, and tak their reſi. 
Symon, Glad, and EIN a. 

Gaud. We anes were young ourſeli—l like to ſee 
The bairns bob round wi* other merrily. | 
Troth, Symon, Patie's grow a ſtrapan lad, 

And better looks than his I never bade: 

Amang our lads be bears the gree awa', 

And tells his tale the clev'reſt of thea a”, 

E. Poor man !——he's a great comfort to us baith; 
(God mak him good, and bide him ay fe Raith: 


He is a bairn, Il fay't, wee! worth our care, 
That gae us nc er yexation late or air. 


Glaud, I trow, good wife, if 1 be not miſta'en, 


He ſeems to be with Peggy's beauty ta en; 
And troth my niece is a right daiaty weans 
As ye weel ken ; a bonner needaa be. 
Nor-better—be'r ſhe were nae kin to me, 


Sym. Ha, Glaud ! I doubt that ac er will be a match; 


My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 
And, or he were, for reaſons I'll no tell, 
I'd rather be wix's with the mools myſe!. 


Claud. Whut reaſon can ye hae? There's nane, 


Unleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe s but poor: [I'm ſure, 


But gif che laflie marry to my mind, 

I de to her as my ane Jeany kind; 
Fourſcare of breeding ewes of my ane birn, 
Five ky that at ae milking füll a Kirn, 
I'll gie to Peggy that day the's a bride ;. 

By and teur, if my good luck abide, 


. . 
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Hid from bimſelf, be ſtarts up by the dawn, 
And ranges careleis d'er the height and lawn 
After his fleecy charge, ſerencly gay, 

With other ſhepherds whiſtling o'er che day. 
Thrice happy life that's from ambition free, 


| 


Ten lambs, at ſpaining time, as lang's I live, 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly co them give. 
E/[. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud ; but dinna ſpeet 
What, may be, is not fit ve yet ſhould hear. 
Sym. Or this day eight cays, likely, he ſhall learn 
That our denial diſaa fl ght his bairn. 
Claud. Weel, nae mair o't—coame, gie's thk other 
hend; 
We'll drink cheir healths, whatever way it end. 
Their healtbs gc 14rd, 
Sw. But will ye tell me, Glaud-—by tome Arta, 
Your niece is bu: a fundling, that was laid 
Down at your hallon fide, ae morn in May, 
Right ciean row'd up, and bedted on dry hay. 
Glad. That clat'eran, Madge, my titty, tells fg 
Wnene er our Meg her cankart humour gaws, [Raws, 
Enter Jenny. 
Fen. Oh, father, there's an auld man on the green, 
The felle(t tortune-'+iler e er was ſeen ; 
Ile tents our loofs, and ſyne Shops out a b ok, 
Turns owre the leaves, and gies our brows a look; 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales thate'er ye herd: 
His head is grey, and lang and grey his bear“. 
Sym. Gae bring himin; ve hear what he canſh; 


Nane mall gang bungry by my heule this das. 


| [E i: Jenay. 
But for his telling fortunes, troth, I ſear, 
He kens nag mai: o' that than my giey mare. 

Glaud. Spar-men! the truth of a' their ſaws ] 
For greater lars never ran there out. [ doubt; 
Re-enter Jenny, bringing Sit William; with them 

ie. 

S. Ye're welcome, honeſt earle-—Here, tak 3 

1 
Sir Mil. I give ye thanks, good man, Iſe be no 
date. 5 

Glayd. | Drixks.] Came, t'ye, friend-How far 

cam v»e the gay ? 

Sir Wi. | pledge ye, nibogir—e'cn but little way: 
Rouited with cild, a wie piece-gate ſrems lange 
Tua miles, or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 

Sym. Ye're welcome here to ſtay a' night wi'me, 
And tak ug ved and bord as we can gie. 

Air *. That's kind, unfought. Weel, gin ye have 
That ye like wtel, and wad his fortune learn, | 4 ban 
| hall ese the fartheſt o' my ſkill 
To ſpae it teithfully, be't good or ill. 

SN. | Powuting to Patie.] Only that lad—alacl, 

I hae nae mae 
Eicher to mak me joy fu“ now, or wae. 
Sir Wil. Young man, let's ſeg your hand- What 
ars ye (neer? 
Pat. Becauſe your ſkill's but little wortb, I fear. 
ir Mili. Ve cut hefore the point - but, billy, bide; 
I'!] wager theie's a moulg-mark on your ſide. 
E!/. Beteech us to! and weel 1 wat that's true; 
Awa, awa, the deel's owre grit wi“ you. 
Four inch aneath his oxter is The mark, 
Scarce ever ſcen ſince firſt he wore a ſark t 
Sir Wil. l' tell yemair : if chis young lad be (par 
But a ſhorg while, heil be a brew rich laird. 
Elf. Alara! Hear ye, good man? What think 
ye now? 
Sym. 0 dinna ken. Strange auld many, What at 
thou? 
Fair fa“ your heart; tis good to bode o wealth: 
Come, turn the timmer to laird Pie health, 
[Patie's bealth goes round: 
Pat. A laitd etwa good whiſtles, and a kent, 
Twacurs my truſty tenants on the beat, 
Is a my great eſtate and like to be; 


} Sas, cugying carte, ne er break your jokes on me: 
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Cain ſav; 
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true; 


That a* 1 propheſy w. ſoon appear. 


Tur GENTLE 
Sym Whiſmt, Patie, let the man look owre your 
hand: | 
Aſt-times as broken a ſhip has come to land. 

[Sir William = a Virtle at Patie's hand, then 
counter feits falling inte a trance, while they en- 
decwmy to lay bim rig hr. 

E/ Preſerv's the man's 2 warlock, or poſſeſs d 
Wim ſame nae good, or ſecohd-ſight at leaſt. 
Whar is he now? 
Gleud.— Hes ſeeirg a' that's done 
In ika place beneath or yout the moon. | 
LI. Theſe ſecond- fighred fowl, his peace be here! 
S-e things far af, and things to tame, as clear 
As | can ſee my thumb—wow ! can he tell 
(5peer at him ſoon as he comes to himſel) 
Ho ſoon we'll ſce Sic William. Whiſht! he heaves, 
Ani fpraics out broken wo: ds, like aue that raves. 
Sym. He'll ſoon grow better —E!ſpa, baſte ye, gae, 
And fill him up a tafs of uſquebat, 
Sir Wilijam farts up and ſpeaks. 
A knight that for a lion fought, 
Againit a herd of bears, 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 
In which ſome thouſands Mares. 
Bot now again the hon rears, 
And ſpreads joy o er the plain; 
The tien has defeat the beart, 
The knigÞ: returns again. 


That knight, in a few days, hall bring 
A ſhepherd frac the fauld; 

And ſhall preſent him to his king, 
A ſuhject irue and bauld. 

He matter Patrick ſha'l be call'd 
All you that hear me now, 

May weel believe what I have tald, 


Y 


For it ſhall happen true. \ | 
Sym. Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon and 
weel; 


But, faith, I'm red4 you've bargain'd with the Gee), 
To tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret keep: 
Or do you get them tald you in your ſleep? 

Sir Wil. Howe'er I get them, never faſh your beard; 
Nor come I to redd fartunes for reward: 
Bet I'll lay ten to ane wi' may here, 


: 


Sym. You propheſying fowk gge odd kind men 
They're here that ken, and here that diina ken | 
The wimpled meaning o' your unco tale, 

Whilk ſoon will mak a noiſe oer moor and dale. 

Claud. Tis nae ſma' ſport to hear how Sym 

believes, 
And takes't for goſpel what the ſpae- Man gives 
Of flawing fortunes whill: he evens to Pate: 
But what we with we trow at any rate, 
Si- il. Whiſht, doubrfu' carle | for ere the ſũn 


Has driven twice down to the ſea, : 1 


What I have ſaid, ye all ſ-e done 
In part, or nae ma-.r-credit me. [ 
Claud. Weel, be't ſac, friend; I ſhall ſay naith. 
But I've twa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, [ing marr, 
Plump, ripe for men: 1 wiſh ye cou'd foreſeg 
Sic fortunes ſor them might bring joy to me. 
Sir Wil. Nae mat thro fecrets can Lift, 
Till darkneis black the bent: 
I have but anes a day that gift; 
Sae reſt a while content, 
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Sym. Soon as you pleaſe l' anſwer your deſite 
And, Giaud, you'll tak your pipe befide the fire; 
We'll but gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 
Syne ſup together, and tek our pint, end crack, 
Claud. 1'ilout a white, and fee the youry anes play, 
My beart's till light, albeit my locks be grey. [E. 
SCENE III. | 
PxoOLOGUE. ' 
Jeney pretends an errard bame, 
Young Reger draps the reſt, 
To cobiſper cut bis melting flame, 
Ard thow His laſſie s breafs. 
Behind a buſh, wvcel bid ON igbt, they meet: 
Sec, Jenny laugbing, Roger's like to greet. 


Poor foepberd?! 
Roger and Jenny. ** 
Reg. Dear Jenny, I wad ſpeak t'ye, wad ye let; 
And yet I ergh ye're ay ſae ſcornfu'” fet. 
Fen. And what wad Roger ſay, if he could fpeak ? 
Am l oblig'd to gueſs what ye're to ſeek? | 
Rog. Ves, ye may guefs rixht eith ſor what Igtein, 7 
Baith by my: rvice, ſighs, and langing een; 
Andi maus out wi't, tho? I riſk your ſcorn. 
Ye're never frae my thoughts baith ev'n and morn. 


- 


Ab, cou'd I loo ye leſs, I'd happy be! 


But happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Fen. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that 1 may? 
Ye cannafay that e'er I ſaid ye nay; 
Rog. A'ake, my frighted heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er 1 min to teil ye out my tale! 
For fear Tome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has won your love, and near your heart may lies 
Jen. I loo my father, couſin Meg I love; 
Buc, to this Cay, nae man my heart cou'd move. 
Except my kin, ilk lads alike to me; ; 
Aud frac ye a' I beſt had keep me free, el 
Rog. How lang, dear ſenny Say na that again; 
What pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain? 
i'm glad, however, that ye yet ſtand free. 
Wha kens but ye mey rew, and pity me? 
Ces. Ye have my pity elſe, to ſee you ſet 
On that whilk maks our ſweetneſs foon forget. 
Wow, but we're bonny, good, and ev'ry thing! 


| How ſweet we breathe, whene'er we kiſs or ſing! 


But we're nae ſooner fools to gie conſent, 
Than we our daffin, and tint pow'r repent: 
When priſon'd in feur wa's, a wife, right tame, 
Aitho' the firft the greateſt drudge at hame. | 
Rog. That only happens, when, for ſake 0' gear, 
Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a mare: | 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind, 
Of diffrent tempers that can ne'er prove kind. 
But love, true downright love, engages me 
(Tho- you ſhou'd ſcorn) ſtill to delight in thee. 
Jen. What ſugar'd words ſrae wooer's lips can fa'! 
But girning matriege comes, and ends them a'. 
ve ſeen with ſhining fair, the morning riſe, 
and ſoon the fleety clouds mirk a the ſkies; 
1've ſeeft the filler ſpring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in moſſy puddles diſappear. 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the.bride may ſmile; 
But ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile. 
Reg · I've ſeen the morning riſe with faireſt light, 
The day, unclouded, fink in calmeſt night. 
I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling throw the plain, 
Increaſe, aud join the ocean, without ſtain. 
The b · ĩidegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile; 


Sym. Elſpa, taſt on the daith, fetch butt ſom }Rejoice theo“ life, and a your fears beguile. 
And of your beſt gar this auld ſtranger eat. [meat. 
Sir Wil. Delay a while your hoipitabie carey 
I'd rather enjoy this ev ning cam and fir 
Around yon ruin'd tower to fetch a walk, 


SANG XIII. Tune, Licth-Wynd, 
Were I affar'd you'll conſtant prove, 
Van ſhould nae mair complain; 
The eaſy maid, beſet with love, 


Fen. 


With you, Kind friend, to have ſome privaty talk 1 


Few words will quickly gain; 


12 


For I muſt own, now, ſince you're tree, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Has lang, a black - ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh d to be pair'd with thine. 
I'm happy now; ab, let my head 

Upon thy breaſt reciine ! 

The pleaſure ſtrikes me near hand dead 

Is Jenny then ſae kind? 

Oh, let me briſ« thee to ny heart, 

And round my arms entwine! * 
Delytcfu! thought! We'll never part! 

Come, preſs thy mouth ro mine, 

Jen. Were | but ſute you lang wou d love Main- 
The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain; [tain, 
For | maun own, ſince now at laſt you re free, 
Althe' IJok'sd, 1 lov'd your company; 

And ever had a warmneſs in my breatt, 
That made yedearer to me than the reſt. 

Reg · I'm happy now! o'er happy ! h2'd my head 
This guſh of pleaſute s Hike to be my dead, 
Come to my arms—or firike me -im a fir d 

Wi wond' ing love—Let's kiſs till we Ve tir'd- 
Kiſs, kiſs! we'll.kiſs the ſun and fla: ns aways 
And ferly at the quick return o da. 

Oh, Jenny, let my ams about thee twine, 
And briſs thy bunny breaſts and lips to mine. 


R E. 


[ They embrace. | 


Fen. With equal joy my eaſy heart gives way, 
To own thy weel-try'd love has won the day. 
Now, by thae warmeſt kiſſes thou hatt ta'es, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 

Rog. 1 ſwear by fifty th uſand yet to come, 

Or may the firſt ane ſtrike. me deat and dumb, 
There ſhall net be a kindlier dawtcd wile, : 
If you agree ui me to lead your lite. 
Weel, 1 agree—gicrſt to my parent gae, 
Get hrs conſent ; he'll barely fay ye nay; 
Ye ha'e what will commend him to ye weel 
Auld fowke, like them, that want nue milk and meal. 
d SANG XIV. Tune, Oer Bogie, 
Weel, Iagree, ye're ſure of me; 
VN.eiſt to my ather gac ; 
Mak him content to gi'e conſent, 
; He'll hardly fay ye nay : 
- © - Foryehavewbat he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel ; 
Since parents au:d, think love growsgauld, 
When bairns want milk and meal. 


+ Should he deny, I care na-by, 
He'd contradict in vain; . 
Tho a' my kin had {aid and ſworn 
ut thee, 1 will ba'e nane. 
- Thea never range, nor learn to change, 
Like thoſe in high degree: 
And if ye prove faithful in love, 
You'll find nae fault in me. 
Rog. My toulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byers rowt : 
Five pack of woo" I can at Lammas ſell, 
Shorn trac my bob- tail d bleeters on the fell : 
Gude twenty pair o' blankets for our bed, 
Wi' raeikle care my thrifty mither made. 
Uk thing that make a heartſome houſe and tight, 
Was ftili her care, my father's great delight. 
They leit me a'; +which now gi es joy to me, 
Becauſe | can gie a, my dear, to thee; 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny ſhou's the ſamen ſkair. 
My love and a is yours ; now ha'dthem faſt, , 
And guide then as ye like, to gar them laſt. 
Ten. I'll do my bn But ſte wha comes this way, 


- 
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Let's ſteal frac ither now, and meetthe morn ; 

if we be ſeen, we'll drie a deal o ſcorn, vol, 
Rog. To where the ſauth- tree ſhades the menn'n. 

n frac the hill come down, when day grows cos!: 

Ker trifle, and meet me there; there let us mer, 

To kiſs, and tell our Love; there's avught fac ſu cet, 


SCENE . 
ProLOGUE, * 
This ſcene preſents the knight and Sym, 
Within a gallery of ph Jax 
Where a" los ruinus and grim; 
Nor has the baren foewn bis face 3 
But, joking abi bis jhepberd leet, 
Aﬀt ſpeers the gate be kens full zue. 
Sir William and Simon. 
Sir Nil. To whom belongs this houſe, fo much 
decay d ? 
Sym. To ane that loſt it, lending gen'revs aid 
To bear the head ur, when rebellious tail 
Againtt the laws of nature did prevail. 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter s name, 
Whilk fills us a ui joy, now he's come hame. 
| vir William das bis maſking beard , 
. Cymen, treniported, fees 
| Tb. we-come i night, toi ford regard, 
Aud claſps bia round the knees. 
My maſter ' my dear maſter !—Do | breathe 
To ſce him healthy, ſtrong, and tree frac ſcaith; 
Return'd to chear his wiſhing tenants ſight, 
To bleſs his ſon, my charge, the warla's delight? 
Sir Wil. Riſe, aithſul Symon, in m,. arms cnioy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy; 
I came to view ths care in this diſguiſe, 
And am confirm'd ti y con4utt has been wile; 
Since ſtill the ſecret thuu'ft ſecurely ſeal d, 
And ne'er to him his rcal birth reveal d. 
Sym. The due obedience to your ſtrict command 
Was the firſt luck - neiſt my ane judgment fand 
Out reaſons plenty —ſince, without eſtate,  [ blate, 
A youth, tho" ſprung frae kings, looks bauch aud 
Si- Wil. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, paſt their prime; 
Hang on their friends, which gi'es their ſauls a caſt, 
hat turns them dowaright beggars at the laſt. 
Sym. Now, weel I wat, Sir, ye ha'e ſpoken true; 
For there's Laird Kytie's ſun, that's loo d by few. 
His father ſteght his fortune in his wame; 
And leſt his heir nought but a gentle name: 
He gangs about ſornan frae place to place, 
As ſcrimp of manners as of ſenſe and grace, 
Oppreſſing a as puniſhment o their fin, 
That are within his t-nth degree o kin: 
Rins ia ilk trader's debt, wha's ſac unjuſt 
To his ane fam ly as to gi e him truſt. [wealth 
Sir Wil. Such uſeleſs branches of a common- 
Should be lopt off, to gi'e the ſtate mair health. 
Unworthy bare refleQion—Symon, run 
O'er all your obſervations on my ſon; 
A parent's fondneſs eas ly finds excuſe; 
Bur do not, with indulgence, truth abuſe. 
Sym. To ſpeak bis praiſe, the langeſt ſimmer day 


|] Wad be o'er ſhort, cou'd I them right difplay. 


In word and deed he can ſae wee) behave, 

That out o' fight he rias afore the lave ; 

And when there's c'er a quarreLor conteſt, 
Patrick's made judge to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt, 
And his decreet ſtands good—he'll gar it ſtand : 
Wha dares to grumble finds his cor:eQing hand: 
W1' a firm look, and a commanding way, 

He gars the proudeſt o our berds ubey, proceed: 
Sir Wil. Yourtalemuch pleafeth—my good friend 


Pac and Mcg—befides; I mayna ftay, | 


What learning has he? Can be write and read ? 


* 
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Sym. Baith wonder weel ; for, troth, 1 did na ſpare 

To gi'e him, at the ſchool, enough o lair; 

And he delytes is becks be reads and ſpeaks, 

Wi' fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. 
Sir Ni. Where gets he books to read, and of what 

Kind? 5 

Tho' ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 

rm. Whene'er he dri es our ſheep t“ Edenturgh 


Tur GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


He buys ſome books of hiſt' ry, fangs, or ſport: | port, 


Nor does be want o' then that rowth at will, 
And carries ay a pouchfu' to the hill, 

About ane Shakeſpeare, and a amous Ben, 

He aften ſpeaks, end ca's them beſt, 0 men. 
How ſwertly Hawthorndeg and Stirling ſing, 
And ane ca d Cowley, loyal to his king, 

He ken's fu" weel, and gas the verſes ring. 

I ſometimes thought, he made o'er great a phraſe 
About fine poems, hiſtoties and plays. 

When Ire. rov'd him anes—a book he brings, 
Wi' this, quoth he, on braes | crack wi' kings. 

Sir Mi. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my 
When ſuch accounts l uf x19 ſhepherd hear: ſear, 
Reading ſuch books can taiſe a pealant's mind 
Above a lurd's, that is not thus inclin'd. 

Sym. What ken we better, that ſae findle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? 

When we a leaf or twa haf read, haf ſpell, 
Till a' the reſt Neep round as weel's our fell, 

Sir Wil. Well jefted, Sy mon but one queſtion more 
I'll only aſk ye now, and then give o'er, 

The youth's arriv'd the age, when little loves 
Flig':ter around y ung hearts, like cooing doves 3 
Has nae young laſſie, wi' inviting mein x 
And rohe checks, the wonder of the green, 
Engag d his look, and caught bis ycurhfu heart? 

Sym. I fear d the warſt, but ken d the ſma eſt part; 
(Tin late | ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet 
With Glaud's fair niece) than Tthuught right et meet. 
I had my fears; but now have novght te fear, 

Syn, like yourfel, your fon will ſoon appear. 
A gencleman entich'd wi' a' theſe cha, ms, _ 
May vlefs the faireſt, beſt-born lady's arms. 

Sir Wil. Tris nigtt muſt end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire. 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 
None but yourſelf ſhall our firſt meeting ſec. 
Yonder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 
They come juſt at the time 1 gave command; 
Straight in my own apparel I'll go drels; 

Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs, 

Sym. Wi' how much joy | on this errand flee, 
There's nane can know that is not downright me. 

' n [Exit $\ mon. 

Sir Wil. Whene'er th' event of hope's ſucceſs ap- 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years. { pears, 


% 


A thouſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 

And cares evaniſh like a mprning dream; 

When wiſh'd-for pleaſures riſe like morning light, 
The pain that's paſt, enhances the ce':gkt. 

Theſe joys I feel, that words can il expreſs, 

I ne*er had known, without my late diſtreſs, 

But trom his ruſtic buſineſs and love, 

I muſt; in hafte, my Patrick ſoon remove, 

To courts and camps, that may his ſoul improve. 
Like the rough di' mond, as it leaves the mine, 


Won poliſhing has made it ſhine: 
education makes the genius bright. 
Tune, What ye wha I met yer 
m ruſticity, and love, 

flames but over-lowly burn, 


My x 
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As the rough di'mond, from the mine, 
In breakings only fh-ws it's light, 
Till poliſhing has made ir ſhine: 1 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 
* [ Exits 


. 4 CENESÞ 
ProLOGUE. 


The ſcene deſcrib'd in former Page. 
Giaud's onſet Enter Mauſe ard Madge, 
Madge. UR laird's come ame, and owns 
young Pate his heir! 
Mau ſe. That's news indeed! 
Made. — As true as ye ſtand there, 
As they were dancing a' in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warleck, wi' a beard 
Five nives in length, and white as driven ſaaw, 
Amang us came, cry'#, Ha'd ye merry a“. 
We feriy'd mickle at his unco look, 
While frae his pouch, he whirled forth a book, 
As we ſtood round about him on the green, 
He view's us a', but fix d on Pate his een; 
Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 
Yet for his pains and ſkill wad naithing hae. 
Mauſe. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 
Wad rin about him, and ha'd out their loof. 
Madge. As faſt as fl-as ſkip tothe tate of woo, 
Whilk flee Tod Lawrie ha'ds without his mow, 
When he, to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
In ſuramer days flides backward in a pool: 
n ſhort, he cid tor Pate braw things foretel, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpells 
At laſt, when weel diverted, he withdrew, 
Pou'd aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome m fer: round his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and ſyne for blythneis grat. 
Patrick was ſent for—happy lad is he! 
Symon taid Elſpa, E'ſpa tald it me. 
Vell near out a' the ſecret ſtory ſoon ; 
And troth it's een right odd when a“ is done, 
To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 
Na, no, ſac meik!» 2s to Pate bimſcl. 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake! has loſt her ja. 
Mauſe. It may be ſae; wha kens, and may be no. 
To litt a love that's rooted, is great pain: 
Even kings have tane a queen out of the plain, 
And what has been before may be agein. 
Madge. Sic nonſenſe! Love tak root bot tocher- 
good, . 
"Tween a heid's bairn, and ane of gentle blood! 
Sic taſhions in King Bruce's days might be; 
But ficcan ferlies now we never fee. - - 
Mavſe. Git Pate forſakes her, Bauldy he may 
ain. 
vn comes, and wow ! but he looks fain, 
Nac doubt he thinks that Peggy's now bis ain. ; 
Madge. He get her! flayerin doof it ſets him 
- weel 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teil! 
Gif 1 were Meg, I'd let young matter fre—— 
Mauſe. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he: 
And fo wad I: but, whiſht! here Bauldy comes, 
Enter Bauldy, fnging. 
2 ſaid to jenny: Jenny wilt thou do't? 
leber a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher- god; 
For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee, 
E*en's ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let it be, 
Madge. Weeililtit, Bauidy, that's a dainiy ſang. 


af ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
ſel mult take another tuin. 


Hie 


| 


Band. I'll gie e's a, tis beter than "tis lang. 
{ Sings again. 


— — —äs . — —— 
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I hae god Ind gear, I hae land enough, 

J hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh; 

Ganging in a plevgh, and linkan o'er the Ire, 

And gia ye winna tak me, I can let ye be, 

I hat a good ha' houſe, a barn and a byer. 

A peatſtack fore the door, we'll mak a rantin fire: 

IMR a rant n fire, and merry [all we be, 

And gin ye winnagtak me, | can et ye be. 

mo ſaid to Jockey, Gin ye winna tell, 

e ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel; 

Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a lathe free: 

Ye're weicomer to tk me, than to let me be. 

I trow fat———laſſes will come to at laſt, : 

Tho' for a while they maun theit ſhaw-da's caſt, 

Mauſe, Werl, Bauldy, how goes 22 

Baul.—Faith unco right: 

I hope we lla“ Heep ſound, but ate, this night. Coſc. 
Madge. Arid wha's the unlacky ane ? If we may 
Baul. To find out that, is nac difficult taſſe. 

Poor bonny Peppy, wha mau think nde mair * 

On Pate turk d Patrick, and Sir Wiltiam's heir. 

Now, new, good M.dge, and honeft Mauſe, ftand be, 

White Meg's in dumps, put is. a word for me, 

Vil be as Kind as ever Pate cou'd prove; 

Leſs wilfu', aud ay eonftatit in my love. 

Made. As Ne ps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 
Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn. 
Fy, Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of love regard; 

What ither lafs will Throw a manſworn herd? 

The curſe of Heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 

That's ever guilty of fic finſu” deeds. 

I'll geber aqviſe my niece fo gray a gate, 

Nor will fire be advis'?, fa' weel 1 wate. 

Bani. Sae gray a gate] manſworn! and a' che teſt; | 
Ye leed, auld roudes— and in faith had veſt 
Eat in your words, tfe I ſhall gar you ſtand 
Wi' a het face afbre the haly band. brock, 

Made. Ye'll gar me ſtand? y+ ſheveling-gubir 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 
And ten ſharp nails, that, when my hands are in, 
Can flyp the ſkin o've'r cheeks out · o'er your chin. 

Baul. I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay, 
That I'm manſworn—! winns let it ga*. 4 

Madge. Ve re witneſs too he ca d me bonny names, 
And ſhou'd be ferv'd as his good breeding claims. 
Ye filthy dog !— [Flees to bis hair like a fury—A 

four battle Maule endeavours to red them. 

Mauſe. Let gang your grips ; fy, Madge! how't, 


ab!dy, Teen 
I wadna wiſh this tuilzie had been ſeen, 
"Tis ſae daft - Hx x - 
[Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches with a 
bleeding wſe. | 


Madge, —"Tis dafter-like to thole 
An Eiher-cap like him, to blaw the coal. 
It ſecs him wi” a vile unſctapit tongue 
To caſt up whether | be auld or young. 
They're avlver yet than I have merry'd been, 

And, or they died, their bairns bairns have ſeen. 

Mau ſe. That's true; and, Baulcy, ye was far to 

blame, 6 ; 
To ca' Madge ovght but her ain chriften'd name. 

_ My lugs, my noſe, and noddle finds the 

ame, . 
Mader. Auld routes ! filthy fallow, I mall auld ye. 
Mayje. Howt, o -e Il e en be friends wi” honeſt 
10%. ö 
Come, tome, uke hands; this maun nae farther 
Ye maun forygi'e mi I ſee the lad looks wae. [| gae: 

Baul. In troth now, Maule, I hae at Madge nac 
Bur ſhe abuſing firſt was a“ the wyte { ſpire; 


Of what has happen'd, arid ſtould therefore crave 


Madge. I erave your pardon! Gallows-face, gae 
greet, 
And own your fant to her that ye wal cheat, 
Gae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 
Tin ye learn to perform as veel as (wear. 
Vow and lowp back—was cer the like heard tell? 
Sith tak him deel, he's o'er lang out of hell. 
Baul. | Running off. | His preſence be abbut us! 
Curſt were he, 
That were con iemn'd for life to live with-thee, 
ci! : [Ext * a!dr, 
Madge. | Langhe] I think 1 hae towzied his 
harigalds 4Wee ; | f | 
He“. no Hon grein to tel! his love to me. 
He's bur a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
A laſſie ſac, he does bet ill deſerve. 

Miauſe. Ye tov 2d him tightly! comment ve 
His blcoding ſnoot ge me nat little ſports [| for't, 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 

And breeding baith, to tell me to my race, 

He hop'd 1 was a witch, and wat#na tand 

ts lend him in this caſe my helping band. 
Made. A witch !\-how had ye fatience this to 


And leave him een to ſer, or lugs to hear? [brar, 


Mauſe Avld wither'd hands, and feeble joints !ikc 
Obliges folk refentment to decline, [ mine, 
Till aft 'tis feen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lack of pith ſupplie; 
Thus 1 pat aff revenge till it was dark, 

Szne bad him come, and we ſhould gang to wark; 


I'm furs he'll keep l. is tryſt; and 1 came here 


To ſeek your help, that we the fool my fear. 
Madge. And Tpecial ſport we'll hae, as 1 prateſt: 
Vell be the witch, and I ſhall play the ghaiſt. 
A linen ſheet wound round me like ane dead, 
IA cawk my face, and gane and ſhike my head. 
We'ii fl-g bim ſae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A eraryuring to do 2 .aflit wrang. 
Muſe. Then let us gat, for fee, tis hard on night, 


| The wefilia cloud ſhines with a ſctting light. 


; [ Exeart, 
SCENE I. 


- _ PaxoLOGUE. 
When birds begin to nod pon the bough, 
And the green ſcuaird grows damp with falling deve, 
While gwd Sir William is to reſt retir d, 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir'd, | 
Walks throw the broom with Roger ever leel, 
To meet, ts comfort Meg, and tak farexweel. 
Rog. Wow but I'm cadgie, and my heart lowps 
light! 
O, maiſter Patrick, ay your thoughts were right: 
Sure gentle-fowk are farrer ſeen than we, 
That naithing hae to brag of pedigree. : 
My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 
is perfect yielding, ſweet, and nee mair ſcorn. 
| ſpak my mind, ſhe heard, | ſpak again, 
She ſmil'd—-1 kifs'd—1 woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 
Pat. I'm glad to hear't- But O my change this d 
Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae- 
I've found a father, gently kind as brave, 
And an eſtate that lifts me boon the lave. 
With looks a kindneſs, words that love confeſt, c 
He a' the father to my ſoul expreſt, 
While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt: 
Such were the eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd th 
Of thy lov'd mother, bleſſing o“ my youthg 
Who ſet too ſoon! And while he praiſe bg 
Adown his gracefu' cheeks a torrent 
My new-born joys, and this his tender 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a' my thoughy 
That ſpeechleſs lang, my late-ken'd 


My pardon firſt, and ſhall acquitance have. 


While guſhing tears my panting bre aſt bedew's» 


e, gae 


tell? 
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Unuſual tranſports made my head tutn rougd, 8 
Whilſt | myſelf with ring raptures taund, 
The happy ſon of ane ſas much rendwa d. 
But he has head oo faithfu' Symor's fear 
Has brought my love tar Peggy to his ea: 
Waich be forbids—ah | this confounds my peace, 
While thus to beat ny bert ſhall ſoonet ceale., 
Rig. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtaud: 
But wege t my cafe, ve'd clar it up aff hand. 
Pat. Duty, and baften re- ſon plead his cauſe: 
But what cares love fur reaton, rules aud lass? 
Sill in my heart my ſhep decdeſs exce s, 
Ard part of my new happinets tepels. 
SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wa det me be. 
Duty ans part of reaſon 
Þ.ead ſttong on the parent's fide, 
Which love fo ſuperior calls treatun ; 
The, ftrong*t muſt be obey d. 


Fot now tho I'm ane of the gentry, 
My adaſtancy-falſhood repels: 

For change in my heart has no entry, 

Full there my dear Peggy excels. 

Reg. Erythem baith—Sir William will be wen: 
Your P:ggy's bonay—you're his only fon. 

Pat. She's mine by vows and ſtronger ties of love, 
And (ra thele bands nee fate my mine (hail move. 
Til wed naae elſe, thro' life 4 will be true, 

But till obedience is a parent's due. 

Rog. Is not our maſter and yourfel to ſtay 
Amang us, here—qr are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts, 

To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts. 

Pat, To Edenburgh ſtraight to-morrow we ad- 

Vance, 

To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 
Where L muſt tay (ome years, and learn--todance, 
An tua three itker monkey-tricks—that done, 
come hame ſtrutting in my red-heel'd ſuoon. 
Then tis deſign'd, when | can veel behave, 
That Iman be ſome petted thing's dull flave, 
For tone few bags of cath, that, IV veel, 
Inge male need nor car's do a third wheel: 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 

ner than hear ſic news, ſhail hear my death. 

Rog. They wha have juſt enough canſound!y fleep, 
The owrecome on!y fas fowk to keep 
Good, Mr. Patrick, tak you: ain tale bame. 

Pat. What was my morning thought at night's 

the ſame: 
The poor and rich but differ in the name, 
Conteat's the greateſt bliſs we can prggure 
Frae beon the lift—withour it kings poor. 

Rog. But an eftate like yours yields braw content, 
When we but pike it ſcantly on the bent; 

Fine claiths, ſatt beds, ſweet houſes, ſparkling wine, 
Rich fare, and witty friends whene'er ye dine, - 
Submiflive fer-ants, bonour, wealth, and eaſe, 


. Wha's no content with theſe is il] to pleaſe. 


Pat. Sac Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs, 
But mony a cloud hinge hov'ring o'er their bliis: 
The paſſions rule the roaſt and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky, they'll ſoon the fat deyour: 
The ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang, like the ſharpeſt goads, in gentry's fide, 
The goute, and gravels, ang the ill diſeaſe, 

Are frequenteſt with foulk o'erlaid with caſe, 
While o'er the moor, the ſhepherd wi leſs care, 
Enjoys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. . 

og+ Lord, man, I wonder ay, and it delights 
My heart, wheae'er 1 bearkeso to your fights, 
How gat ye a' that ſenſe I fain wad lear, - 


That I yay rakes dilappoiniments bear 
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Pat. =_ hooks, the wale of books, I gat fome 
ill, 
Thae beſt can teach what's real good and ill: 
Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
To gaiu theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. 
Reg. I'll do t, and ye ſhall tel! me whilk to buy: 
Faith I'fe ha' books, cho' I ſhou'd fell my ky: * 
But now let's hear how you're defign'd to moye, 
Berween Sir William's will, and Peggy's love. 
Pat. Then here it lies: his will maun te obey'd; 
My vows I'll keep, and the tha.l be my bride: 
ut I ſome time this laſt detign maun hide. 
Keep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me bere; 
| ſent for Peggy. — Yonder comes my dear. 
Reg. Pleas d that ve truit me wi' the ſecret, I, 
To wyle it frac me, a' the de'ils defy. { Exit Roger. 
Pat. [ Solus.] Wi' what a ſiruggle maun I now 
impart 
My father's will to her that hads my heart! 
| ken the loves; and her faft ſaul will fink, 
While it ſtances trembiing on the hated brink 
Of diſappointment. —Heav'n, ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your tender care. 
Her cyes are ted! 


Enter Peggy. 


My Peggy, why in tears? 

Smile as „e wont, allow nae room for feats: 
Though I'm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet i'm thine; | 
Peg. I dare na think ſae high: Inc repine 

At the unhappy chance; hat made nae me 

A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee. 

What can, withauten pain, fee frat the coaſt 

The ſhip that bears his all like to be lot? 

Like to be carry'd, by ſome rever's hand, 

Far frac his wiſhes, to ſome diſtant land? 
Pat. Ne'ec quariel fate, whilſt it wi' me remains 

To raiſe thee vp, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 

My father has forbid our loves, Iowa: 

But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown. 

| faithaod hate: come, kiis thy cares away; 

I ken to love, as weel as to obey. | 

Sir William's generous ; leave the taſk to me 

To mak ſtrict duty and true love agree. : 
Peg. Speak on '——fpeak ever thus, and till my 

But ſhort I dare to hope the fond relief, [grief; 

New thoughts 2 gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 

That wi' nice air {wims round m filk attire; 

Then I, poor me !-—wi' fighs may ban my tate, 

When the young laird's nae mair my hartſome Pate; 

Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 

By the bly:n ſhepherd that excel!'d the reſt z 

Nae mair be envy'd by the tatrling gang, 

When Patie kiſs d me, when I danc'd or ſang. 

Nae mair, ?lake! we'll on the meadow ply, 

And rin ha'f breathleſs round the rucks of h 

As aft-times I have fled tom thee rjght fain 

And fa'n on purpoſe, that 1 gzight be ta'en, 

Nae mair around the, Fogg -know l creep, 

To watch and ſtare upon thee while aſleep. 

But hear my vow—'twill help to gie me eaſe; 

May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 

And warſt of ills, attend my wretched life, 

If e'er to anc, but you, I be a wife! 


SANG XVII, Wie my beart that we ſban d ſynders 
Spea!c on—fpeak thus, and fil my grief, 
+ Huld up a4 heart that's finking under 
Thele fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder 4 
A gentler tace, and filk attire, 
A lady rich, ig beapty's bloſſom, 
Alake, poor me! — pb conſpire, 


To ſtea dee from thy Peggy's hafen. 


- 


3 
No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell; x 
Ah, 1 can die, but never (under. 
Ye meadows where we aften ſtray'd, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet-ſcented :ucks round which we play'd, 
You'l! loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again, ah! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know wi' filent duty, 
; Kindly to watch thee while aſlcep, 
-' And wonder at thy manly beauty? 

Hear, Heav'n, Shile ſolemnly 1 vow, 

Though thou ſhould prove a wand'ring lover. 

Through life to thee I ſhal! prove true, 4 

Nor be a wife to'any other. 

Pat. Sure Heav'n approves—and be aſſur'd o* me, 
J'il near gang back o what I've ſworn to thee: » 
And time, though time maun interpoſe a while, 
And I maun leave my Peggy and this iſle; 

Vet time, nor diſtance, nor the faireſt face, 

Ir there's a fairer, e'er hall fill thy place. 

I'd hate my rifing fortune, ſhou'd it move 

The fair foundation of our faithfu' love. 

If at my feet were crowns and ſceptres laid, 

To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightfu* maid ! 

Far thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferiour things, 

To ſic as ha'e the patience to he kings. 
Wherefore that tear? Believe, and calm thy mind. 

Peg. I greet for joy, to hear ihy wores foe kind, 
When hopes were ſunk, and novght but mirk deſpair 
Macc me think life was little worth my care, 

My heart was like to burſt; but now | ſee 

Thy gen'rous thoughts will ſave thy love ſor me. 
Wi patience, then, I'll wait each wheeling year, 
Hope time away, till thou with joy appear; 

And a the while I' ſtudy gentler charme, 

To mac me fitter far my trav'lier's arms; 

Fil gain on uncle Glaud——he's far frac fool, 

And will not grudge to put me through ilk ſchool ; 
Where 1 may manners learn. , 


SANG XVIII. Tewred-fide, 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, ' 
My heart it was going to break; 
My lite appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now 1 will ſave*t for thy fake. 
Whete'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
Wich me His dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him e' er in fight. 
Wich patience I'l] wait the lang year, 
And Rady the genileft charms 
Hope time away, till thou appear 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt chou was a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now 1 endeayopr to riſe 
To a height tha becoming thy u fe. 
For beauty, that's ohly ſkin ceep, _ 
Moſt fade, like the gowans in May; 
But inwardiy rcoted will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Dan quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband ha'e ſenſe to approve., 
Pat. That's wiſely ſaia; 
And what he wares that wey ſhall be weel paid. 
Though, without a' the little helps of art, 
Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart: 
Yet now, leſt ia our ſtation de offend, 
We muſt Rary modes to innocence unken'd, 


ö 
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pup" aftimes to like the thing we hate, 
An | 


drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtate: 
Laugh, whan we're fad ; ſpeak, whan we've nought 
to ſay; bn te tte : 
And, for the faſhion, whan we're blyth, ſeem wae; 
Pay compliments to them we aft ha'e ſeorn'd, 
Then ſcandalize them when their backs are rurn'd, 
Peg. If this is gentry, I had rather be a 
Waat 1 am ſtill- dot l' ge ought wi' thee. 
Pac. Na, na, my Peggy, 1 but only jet 
Vi" gentry's apes; for ill amang the beſt 
Goode manners gi integrity a vlcez, 
When native virtues join the arts to pleaſe, 
Peg. Since wil nae hazard, and fac ima expence, 


| My lad frae books cart gather ficcan tenſe ; 


Then why, ah! why ſhould the tempeſtudus ſca 
En danger thy dear life, and frighten me? 
dir William's cruel, that wad tor ceohis ſon, 
For watna- whats, ſac great a riſk" gov. - 

Pat. There is na* doubt but travelling does im- 
Yet 1 would ſhun it for thy fake, my love. [prove; 
But ſoon as I've ſhook oft my landart Eft _ 

In foreign cities, home to thee I' haſty, 

Peg. Wi' ev'ry ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
I'll kneel to Heav'n, and aſk thy ſafe turn. 
Under that tree, and on the ſuckler bree, 

Where ait we wont, when bairns, to rin and play; 
And to the hiſſe!-ſhaw, where firſt ye vaw'd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 
after gang, and teli the trees and flow'rs, 
Wi” joy, that they'll bear witneſs | am you: >, 
SANG XIX. Buſh aboon Traquair. 
Ar ſetting day, and ring morn, 
Wi seul that ſtill-ſhall love thee, 
Fil aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe return, 
Wi' a' that can improve thee, 
I'lt vifit aft the Birken-buſh, 1 
Where firſt thou Kindly rald me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh” 
Whilſt round thou dic:R infald me, * 


To a“ ohr haunts Iwill repair, 70 
To greenwood «ſhaw or fountain. 
Or where the ſimmer- day I'd ſhare .- 
Wi” thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander, 
Pat. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair, 
A ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair; 
Which, as a ſample of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiſs and wear about my arm. 
Peg. Were'tin my pow'r wi' better boons topleaſe, 


11's gi e the beſt I cou'd wi' the ſame eaſe; 


Nor wad 1, if thy.luck had faln to me, 


geen in ae ot leſs generous to thee. 


Pat. | doubt it not; but ſince we've little time, 

| To ware't on wifrds wad border on a crime: 

Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, 

When it's with kiſſes on the heart impreſt. [ Eni 


& * Ss N. 
ACT V. SCENE I. 


| ProLoOGUE., 
See bow poor Bau. flares like ane poſſe fp 
And roars up Symon frae bis kindly reſt. 
Bare-leg'd, zwi nigbt-cap, and unbutton'd coat, 
See, the auld man comes forward to the ſit. 
Sym. HAT waat ye, Bauldy, at-this early 


hour, | 


| While drowſy ſleep keeps a' beneath it's.pow'r? * 


\ 
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Far to the north the ſcant approaching light 
Stands equal *'twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye ſhake and glpwr, and look ſae wan? 
Your teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtand, 
Baul. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or ale; 
My head's grown gidd)—legs wi' ſhaking fail; 
I'll ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane: 
Alake! I'll never be myſel qgain. | 
I'll ne'er o'erput it! Symon! Oh, Symon! Oh! 
Sym. [ Gives him a drink. ] What ails thee, gowk! 
to mak ſae loud ado ? 
You've wak d Sir William ; he has left his bed; 
He comes, I fear. ill-pleas'd—l hear his tied. 
Enter Sir William. 
Sir Wil. How goes the night ? Does day-light yet 
Symon, you're very timeouſly aſteer. 95.004 an 
Sym. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb d your reſt: 
But ſome ſtrange thing has Bavldy's ſp'cit oppreſt; 
He's ſeen ſome witch, og wreitied wi' a ghaiſt. 
Baul. Oh, ay—dear Sir, in troth it's very true; 
And I am come to mak my plaint to you. 
Sir Wil. (Smiling.] I lang to heart 
Baul.-- Ah, Sir! the witch ca'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me, wi' her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie e heart. 
As ſhe had tryſted, I met wi'er this night; 
But may nae friend o' mine get fic a fright! 
For the curs'd hag, inſtead o' doing me good, 
re very thought o't's like to freeze my blood !) 
ais'd up a ghaiſt, or deel, 1 kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corſe, io ſheet as white as milk: 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death. 
Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, 
And gat me down; while I, like a great fool, 
Was labour'd as I wont to be at ſchool. 
My heart out o' it's hool was like to loup; 
I pithleſs grew wi' fear, and had nae hope, 
Till, wi* an elritch laugh, they vaniſh'd quite: 
Syne I, haff dead wi' anger, fear, and ipite, 
Crap up, and fled ſtraight frat them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your help to gi'e the deel his due. 
I'm ſure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar-barrel Mauſe be brunt. 
Sir Wil. Well, Bauldy, whate'e:'s juſt ſhall 
granted be; 1 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning dawn to me, 
Baul. Thanks to your honour; ſoon ſhall 1 obey 1 
But firſt I'll Roger raiſe, and twaghree mae, 
To catch her faſt, ere ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
And caſt her cantraips that bring up the deel. 
F I. it Bauldy. 
Sir Wil. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's more afraid 
than hurt, ' 


The 2 and ghaiſt have made themſclves good 


port. 
What filly notions crowd the clouded mind 
That is, through want of education, blind! 
Sym. 53 does your honour think there's nae fic 
thing, 
As witches raifing deels up through a ring, 
Syne playing tricks? a thouſand I cou'd tell, 
-ou'd never be contriv'd on this fide hell. 
Sir Wil. Such as, the devil's dancing in a moor 
Amongſt a few old women craz'd and poor, 
Who ate rejoic'd to ſee him ſriſk and lowp 
Ober braes and bogs, wi' candles in his Cowp 
Appearing ſometimes like a black-horn'd cow, 
Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a ſow : 
en i' his train through airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-taffs ride; 
Or in an egg · ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 


To drink their icader's health in France or Spain: 
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Then aft by night bumbaze hard-hearted fools, 

By tumbling down their cupboards, chairs, and 
tool: : 9. 

Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 

Such whigſies ſcem the moſt abſurd to me. 

Sym. It's true enough, we ne'er heard that & 

witch : | 

Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich: 

But, Mauſe, though poor, is a ſagacious wife, 

And tives a quiet and very honeſt life; | 

That gars me think this hobleſhew that's paſt 

Will land in nothing but a joke at laſt. 

Sir Wil. I'm ſure it will : but ſee, increaſing light 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night} 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Whilſt I walk out to take the morning air. 

SANG XX. Bonny grey-ey d morn» 

The bonny grey - ey d morn begins to peep, 

And darkneſs flies before the rifing ray: 
The hearty hynd tarts from his lazy fleep, 
To follow healthful jabours'of the day. 


Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow; 
The lark and the linnet 'tend his levee, 

And he joins their concert driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantty free. 


While fluſter'd with wine, or madden's with loſs 
Of half an eftate, the prey of a main, 
The urunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and lumber in vain, 


Be my portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind 
Reach him who has happineſs liak'd to his fate, 


* [Exeunt. 
SCENE H. 
PaotoGue. 
While P loces up ber boſom fair, 
W: a blows frond ny LY f ber bair : 
Glaud by bis morning ingle taks a beek, 
The rifing ſun ſhines mot'y thro) the reel; 
A pipe bis mouth, the laſſes pleaſe bis een, 
And mio ond then bis joke maun interveen. 
Claud. I wiſh, my bairns, it may keep fair till 
night; . 
Ye dinna uſe ſae ſoon to ſee the light. 
Nae doubt, now, Ye intend to mix the thrang, 
To tak your leave of Patrick or he gang. 
But do you think, that now, whan he's a laird, 
That he poor lannward laſſes will regard? 
en. Tho” he's young maſter now, I'm very ſure 
He has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends, tho poor. 
But yeſterday he ga'e\us mony a tug, 
And kits'd my coufin there frac lug to lug. 
Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again; 
But be advis'd, his company refrain: 
Before, he as a ſhepherd ſought a wife, 
W1' her to live a chaſte and frugal life; 
But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake, 
Peg. A rake !—what's that ?—Sure if it means 
ought ill, 
He'll ever be't; elſe 1 ha'e tint my ſkill. 
Glaud. Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of the affair; 


Ane young and good and gentle's unco rare. 


A rake's a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks nae ſhame | 

To do what like of us thinks fin to name: 

Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 

To brag how aften they have had the clap. 

They'll * young things, like you, wi' youdith 
flu d, 


* mak ye u their jeſt, when ye're de bauch d. 


- "Tween Maſe and Bauldy, bout ſome"witchcraft 


To leave his ram-horn Tpanns, and kitted whey, 


Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. [Ex. 
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Be wary then, I ſay; and never gi'e 
Encouragement, or bour'd wi* fic as he. 

Peg. Sir William's virtuous, and of gentle blood; 
And may not Patrick too, like him, be good? 

Claud. That's tree and mony geatry mee than 
As they are wiſer, better are than we z de, 
But thinner ſawn: they're ſac puft up wi' pride, 
There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 
Thit aws the gate tv heav'n.—l['ve heard myſell, 
Some o them laugh at doemfday, fin, and hell. 

Fen. Watch o er vs, father! heh ! that's very odd; 
Sue bim that doubrs s doomſday, doubts a God. 
* Giavd. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, no: 
3 judge, mor think, . © 
Nor hope, nor Fear; but curſe, debauch, and drink; 
But I'm no ſaying this, as if 1 thought 
That Patrick ta tc gates will e'er be brought. 

Peg. The Lord forbid! Na, he kens better 

thing | 
But here — aunt ; ber face fome ferly brings. 
, p „ter Madge., 

Madge. Haſte, haſte ye; we're à ſent for o'er the 

To hear, and help to redg ſome odd debate [ gaie, 


ſpell, 
At Symon's boufe : the knight fits judge himſell 
Gland Lend me my ſtaff Madge, lock the outer- 
And bring the laſſes wi ye I' ſtep before. ſ door. 
| [ ExitGlaud, 
Made Poor Meg! took, Jenny, was the like c'er 
How bleer'e and ted wi greetinglook hereen ! | ſeen ? 
This day her brankan wooer taks his horſe, 
To ftrute a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh crots ; 
To change his kent, cut frac the branchy plain, 
For à nice ſword, and glancing-headed cane; 


For gentler tea, that ſmeils like new-won hay; 
To ien e the green-ſwairo dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle *'rhang the beauties clad in filk. 
But Meg, poor Meg! maub wi” the ſhepherd ſtay, 
And tak what God will ſend, in hocden-gray. 

Peg. Dear aunt, what needs ye faſh us wi* your 
It's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born. I (corn? 
Gif 1 the daughter of ſome lad had been, 
I ut er had notic'd Patie on the green, 
Now fance he riſes, why ſhov'd 1 repine? 
If he's made for anithier, he'H Heer be mine: 
And then, the like has been, If the decree * | 
Defigns him mine, I yet his wi fe may be. 

A bonny ſtory, trouthl—but we delay: 


SCENE III. 
PrortoGur. 
Sir William filh the cua- ar d chair, . 
While Symon, Royer, Glauiy md Mr ſe, 

Altend, — wi loud # fougbter bear Nt 

- D-f: Bauldy blunt.y plead bis tauſe : 

For new it's tell d bim that the tax 

Was bandied by revensefu' Madge, 

Bucauſe be brak grord-breeding's laws, 

Ard wi" bis nonſenſe rait d their rage. 

Sir Wil. And was that all ? Weel, Bauldy, ye wes 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſery'd. | ſerv u 
Was it ſv imall a matter to detame, hes, 4 
And thus abuſe an honeſt woman's name? 
Beides your going about to have betray'd, 

By petjury, an innocent young maid. 

Baul. Sir, | confeſs my fautthro' a the ſtept, 

And ne'er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 


Ikend na that they thought me fic de fore. 


SHEPHERD. 
Yet, wi your honour's leave, though the's nae witch, 
She's baith a ſlee and a revengtfy moor 
And that my ſome- place finds but I had beſt 
Ha'd in my tongue; for yonder comes the ghaif, 
Ans the young bonny witch, whoſe rofie check, 
Sent my my wit, the deel roſeck. . 
; nter Madge, Peggy, and fenny. 
Sir Wil. ¶ Locking at Peggy.) what daughter's 
ſhe that wears th' Aurera gown, 
Wich face ſo fair, and locks a lovely brown ? 
How ſparkling are her eyes! what's this? 1 find 
The girl brings all my fifter to my mind, 
Such were the featwes once adorn 'd a face, 
Which death tov ſoon depriv's of ſweeteſt grace, 
is this your daughter, Glaud 
Glaud.-Sir,, ſhe's my nie .- 
And yet ſhe's not—but 1 ſhou'd hald my peace. 
Sir Wil. This is a contradiction. What dhe mean? 
She is, and is not! pray thee, Glaud, explain. - 
Claud. Becauſe doubt, if 1 ſhov'd mak appear 
What I ha'e kept a ſecret thirteen year 
Mau ſe. You nay reveal what 1 can fully clear. 
Sir Wil. Speak ſoon ; I'm all impatieucr— 
Pat.-$oamt! 
For much 1 hope, and hardly-yet know why. 
Glaud. Then, face my matter orders, 1 obey, 
This bonny fundling, ze clear morn of May, 
Cloſe by the lee- ſide of my door I found, 
All ſweet and clean, and carefully hape round, 
in infant weeds of rich and gentle make. 
What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſale ? 
W ha, warſe than btutes, cou'd leave expos'd to 2# 
'Sae much of innocence, ſac ſweetly fair, 
Sac helpleſs young ? for the appear d to me 
Only about twa towmands auld to be, 
took her in my arms; the dairnie ſmil'd 
Wi' fic a ok, wad inade a ſavage mild, 
y hid the ſtory : ſhe has paſt fince ſy ne 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine. 
Nor do I rue my eare about the wean, 
For ſhe's weel worth the pains that I ha'e ta'en, 
Ye ſec ſhe's bonny; I can ſwear the's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood: 
Of whom I kenna,_—_Naetbing ken 1 mair, 
Than what I to your honour now declare. 
Sir Wil. This tale ſeems firange fm 
Pat. — The tale delighes mine ear. 
Sir Wi]. Command your joys, young man, til! 
truth appear. ' 
Mauſe. m_ be my taſk, Now, Sir, bid a“ be 
hu | 


Peggy may ſintle—thou haſt nae cavſe to bluſh. 
Lang ha'e I wiſt'@ to-fee this happy day, 

That I mjght ſafely to the truth gi'e way; 
That I may now' Sir William Worthy name, 
The beſt and neureſt friend that ſhe can claim : 


| He ſaw't at firſt, and wi' qulek eye did trace 


His fiſter's beauty in her daughter's face. 
Sir Wil. Old woman, do not rave—prove what 
you ſay; 
'Tis dan 25 in affairs like this, to play. 
Pat. What reaſon, Sir, can an avld woman bare 
To tell a lye, hen ſhe's ſaq near ber grave? 
But how, or why, it hou'd be truth, I grant, 
[, every thing looks like a reaſon want. 
Omnes. The ſtory's odd ! we with we heard it out. 
Sir Wil. Make haſte, good woman, and reſolve 
each doubt. 


| Mauſe reward, leading Peggy to Sir 
 Mauſe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, [ g. 7 


William. 
Mas ſe. Sir, view me weel; has fiſteen years ſo 
plow'd 


Baul. An't he your honour, I believ's it weel; 
But trowth I waz ven doit to ſeek the deel? 


A wrinkled face that you ba'e aften view'd, 


ace, 


'v — 


ſake? 


£ 


folve 
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That here I as an unknown Granger Rand, 
Who nurſt her mother that now holds my hand? 
Yet ſtronger pravfs IM gi'e, if you demand. 
Sir Wil. Ha! honeſt nurſe, where were my eyes 
before ? [ 5 
1 know thy faithfulgeſs, and need no more: 
Yer, from the lab'rinth to lead out my mind,, 
$ay, to expoſe her, was ſo unkind? - 
{ Sir William embrace Peggy, and makes ber fit 
by bims 
Yes, ſurely thou'rt my niece; truth muſt prevail: 
But no more words; till Maufe relate her tale; 
Pat. Good hurie, gaz on; nae muſic's haff (as fine, 
Or can gi'e pleaſure like theſe words of thine. 
Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant-life, 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wite. 
The ſtory's lang; but I the ſecret knew, 
How they puriu'd, wi avariciqus view, 
Her rich eſtate, of which they're now peſſeſt, 
All this to me @ confident conſeſt. 
| heard wi' — > and wm trembling dread, 
Tney'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed! 
That very night, when s were ſunk in teil, 
At midnight-hour, the floor I ſaftly preſt, 
And ſtaw the ſleeping innocent away | 
Wi' whom I travell'd ſome few mites ere day: 
All day 4 hid me—when the day was done, 
I kept my journey lighted by the moon, 
Tili eaſtward fifty miles j reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needfu* plenty glads your chearfu' ſwains; 
Afraid of being found out; I to ſecure | 
My charge, e en laid her at this ſhepherd's door, 
And took à neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Vhate'er ſhow'd happen to her, might be by. 
Here honeſt Glaud himfell, and Symon, may 
Remember weel, how 1 that very day 
Frae Roger's father took my little crove. 
Glaud. [ With tears of joy bapping down bis beard. ] 
I weel remember't; Lord reward your love: 
Lang ha'e 1 wiſh'd for this; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge ſometime ſhou'd about be brought. 
Pat, It's now acrime to doubt— my joys are full, 
Wi' gue obedience to my parent's will. 
Sir, wi' paternal love ſurvey her charms, 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms. 
She's mine by vows; and wou'd, tho' ſtill unknown, 
Have been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 
Sir Wil. My niece! my danghter! welcome to 
my care: 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, 
Equal with Patrick. Now my greneſ aim 
Shall de, to aid your joys, and wel- natch'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand, 
Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. 
Par. Wi' as much joy this blefling I receive, 
As ane wad life, that's finking in a wave. 
Sir Wil. [ Raiſes tbem.] I give you both my bleſ- 
fingz may your love 
Produce a happy race, and till improve. 
Peg. My wiſhes are complete — my joys ariſe, 
While I'm haff dizzy wi' the vlett turpriſe. 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had ? 
Lang may Sir Wi. ham bleſs the happy plains, 
Happy while Heaven grant he on them remains. 
Pat. Be lang our guardian, ſtill our maſter be, 
We'll only crave what you hall pleaſe to gie: 
Th' eſtate be your's, my Peggy's ane to me. | 
Claud. I hope your honour now will tak amends 
Of them that ſought her life for wicked ends. 
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I' trip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill-got gains. 

Peg. To me the views of wealth, and an eftate, 
Seem light, when put in balance wi' my Pate: 
For, bis ſake anly, I'll ay chankfu*' bow 
For ſuch a kindneſs, beſt of men, to you. 

Sym. What double blythneſs wakens up this day! 
hope now, Sir, you'll ao ſoon haſte away. - 
Shall I unſaddle your harfe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale cougtry fare? 

See how much joy unw inkles every brow; 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you: 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's taz, and pawky Mauie's plot. 

Sir Wil. Kindly old man, remain with you this 
| never from theſe fields again will ſtray : [day! 
Maſons and wrights ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, 
4nd buſy gard'ners ſhall new planting rear; 

My father's hearty table you foon ſhall ſee 
Reſtor'd, and my beſt friends rejuice with me. 

Sym. That'sthe beſt news I heard this tweaty year 
New day breaks up, rough time begins to clear. 

Claud. Gad ſave the king, and ſave Sir William 

lang, 
T' enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſhepherd's ſang. 

Rog. Wha winna dance; wha will refuſe to ſing? 
What ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring ? ' 

Bauld. I'm friends wi Mauſe—-wi' very Madge 

I'm "greed, 

Altho' they ſkelpit me when woodly fleid. 

I'm now fu” blyth, and frankly can forgive, 

To join and fing, Lang may Sir William live. 

Madge. Lang may he live: and, Bauldy, learn 

to ſteek 

Your gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak; 

And never ca' her auld that wants a man, 

Elſe ye may yet ſome witch's fingers ban. 

This day I'll wi' the youngeſt of ye rant, 

And brag for ay, that I was ca'd the aunt 

QF our young lady—my dear bonny bairn! 

Peg. Nac ither name I'll ever for you learn. 

And, my good nurſe, how ſhall I gratefu' be, 
For a thy matchieſs kindneſs done to me? 
Mayſe. The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 
Does fully all I can require repay. 

Sir Wil. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, 

to vou, 0 
And to your heirs, I give, in endleſs feu, 
The maliens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 
For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough befides, and theſe can ſpare. 
Mauſe, in my houſe in calmneſs cloſe your days, 
With nought to do but ſing your Maker's praiſe, 

Omnes. The Lord of heav'n return your honour's 

love, 
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{Confirm your joys, and a* your bleſſings roove. 


Pat. [Preſenting Roger te Sir William. ] Sir, here's 
my truſty friend, that always ſhar'd 
My boſom ſecrets, ere I was a laird ; 
Gland's daughter Janet (Jenny, thinkna ſhame) 
Rais'd, and maintains in him a lover's flame: 


[Lang was he dumb; at laſt he ſpake, and won, 


And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's fon : 

Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 

Thatnane may wear a face of diſcontent. | me crave, 
Sir Wil, My ſon's demand is fair laud, let 


That truſty Roger may your daughter have, 
With frank conſent; and while he does remain 
Upon theſe fields, I make him chamberlain. 
Gland. You crowd your bounties, Sir; what 
can we ſay, | 
But that we're dyvours that can ne'eMtepay ? 


Sir Wil. The baſe unnatural villain ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes aþoye watch the affairs below, | 


Whate'er your bonour wills, I ſhall obey, 


— Roger, my daughter, wi" my bleſſing, tak, 
And ſtill our-matter's right your buſineſs mak. 
Pleaſe him, be faithfu', and this auld grey head 
Shall nod with quietneſs down amang the dead. 

Rog. I ne er was good at ſpeaking a' my days, 
Or ever log'd to mak Her great a fraiſe; 
But for my maſtet, tather, and my wife, 
1 will employ the cares of all my life. 

Sir _ My friends, I'm ſatisfy'd you'll all be- 

ave, 

Each in his ſtation, 2s 1 d wiſh or crave. 
Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late ye Il find 
Rewerd, and ſatisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of H fe ſometimes logks dark and wild; 
And oft, when hopes are higheft, we're beguil'd : 
Aft, when we ſtand on brinks of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn with jo Jo y diſpels our care. 
Now, all's at rights, who fings beſt, let me hear. 

Peg. When you demand, I readieft ſhou'd obey; 
Tl fing you ane, the neweſt that I ha'e. 

SANG XX. Corn-rigg: are le. 
- My Patie is a over gay, 
His mind is never muddy; 


ng, W. 3 
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Let lafſes of a filly mind 


His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy: 

His ſhape is hanſome, middle fize :* 
He's comely in his wauking : 

The ſhining of his cen ſurpriſe; 
It's heaven to hear him tawking, 


Laft night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing; 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; 

That gars me like to fing fin ſyne, 
Oh, corn-riggs are bonny. 


Refuſe what maift they're wanting; 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'll comply, and marry Pate; 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touxel air or late, 
Where corn-riggs are honny, . 


